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Ezra's New Training
by EdmondDantes01
Summary


As if Ezra didn't have enough training to keep him busy, now Sabine has some training for him too.


Chapter 1
"Hey Sabine, you in here?" Ezra asked as he approached the mandalorian girl's door. "Hera says we've got to finish running the diagnostic on the Phantom and fueling it up before her and the others get back and-."
In hindsight, he probably should have knocked first but it wasn't a habit he'd gotten into yet and asides from annoying Kanan on occasion it hadn't gotten him into trouble yet.
"Ezra! Don't you ever knock?" Sabine yelled at him and he froze in surprise like a loth-stag in bright lights. Sabine had been in the process of getting dressed and was still mostly naked, with only a skin tight pair of leggings on to obstruct Ezra's lustful stare. His eyes were glued to her chest and her uncovered breasts but instead of being embarrassed Sabine was annoyed. Her glare at the young man could have cut through a blast door and she made no move to cover herself or turn the other way. "Hello? Ezra?" she called out to him and waved a hand through the air. "Anyone home?"
Finally Ezra blinked and the awkwardness of the situation finally hit him and his face turned bright red. He averted his eyes and fumbled for an apology.
"I'm sorry! I didn't know you were in here and I-."
"It's my room, Ezra. Where else would I be?" She demanded sarcastically and he bumbled on with his apology.
"Well I knew you'd be in here but I didn't know you'd be like this in here and-."
"Ezra, are you okay? You're rambling. And are you sweating?"
"No! I mean yes, I'm okay but no to the other things." His eyes flicked back to her quickly, then looked away again. The tips of his ears were on fire and Sabine suddenly had a thought.
"Ezra, you've never seen boobs before, have you?"
"Of course I have," the young man replied far too quickly and a hand came up to hide his face and block his view of her. Or to block her view of his deepening blush. "All the time back on Lothal. Sometimes twice a day even."
Sabine snorted a laugh at his lame lie and the way he squirmed uncomfortably while he did so.
"So that's why you're standing in my door rambling and letting the cold in instead of coming in and shutting the door?"
"Shutting the door?" He stammered and she sighed and rolled her eyes at him.
"In or out Ezra, just close that door."
Around the edge of his hand he managed to cast her a quick glance and his eyes almost didn't wander to her chest again.
"In or…?" Realization slowly began to dawn on him and he stammered some more and looked back at the doorway uncertainly. Sabine's scolding look didn't abate though and she waited for his answer with her arms crossed impatiently so he finally took a step further into the room and shut the door. He was trying his best not to look at her however and his adorable attempts to hide his obvious curiosity and excitement made Sabine smile devilishly.
"You know Ezra, if I didn't know any better I'd say your ship's never left dry dock, has it?”
“Dry dock?” he squeaked uncomfortably. “Of course I've been with a girl before. What, do you think I'm a kid or something?”
“Really, Bridger?” she teased him and her smile grew as an idea sparked in her mind. She took a step back and sat on the edge of her bed. “Then an experienced man like yourself wouldn't mind showing me some of his skills.”
“What?” he chocked out and looked back up at her in alarm as she slowly and deliberately removed her leggings and spread her legs open on the bed. Her pink pussy drew Ezra's eye immediately but he looked away again, though the growing bulge in his pants gave away his true desire. He looked like a rabbit about to bolt but curiosity and lust had rooted him to the spot. Enjoying the looked of torment on Ezra's face as he struggled between his embarrassment and his arousal she reached up and toyed with one her nipples. Ezra's eyes nearly bugged out of his head and he forgot to be bashful a moment and stared at her motions like he'd been hypnotized.
“How about I share with you some of my skills, then?” she offered him sweetly. Her other hand reached between her legs and toyed with her clit. “You can think of it like training.”
Ezra had been half-turned up until then as if he was about to leave at any minute but now he turned to face her fully. He licked his lips nervously and his stunning blue eyes were alight with interest. She beckoned him over with a curl of her finger and he obliged.
“You should get on your knees,” she suggested in a tone that was not a suggestion and Ezra sank down to the ground in front of her, his face inches away from her mound that he stared it in fascination. “Do you want to taste it?” she asked huskily and spread her lips apart for him and with some hesitation Ezra leaned in and pressed his mouth to her quim and ran a tongue over her slit experimentally. Shivers raced across Sabine's body and her pussy grew wetter while her smile grew. “Do I taste good?” she asked him but Ezra wasn't sure how to respond and just looked up at her for instructions. That would do just fine for her. “Do it again for me,” she ordered him and he did just that, dragging his tongue slowly from her taint all the way up to her clit again and she moaned in pleasure at the sensation. Ezra's expression became a little more self-assured as he realized that he was the cause of her pleasure and he smiled as he locked eyes with her and repeated the motion a third time. When he came up, his lips and his chin were wet with her juices that now slicked her pussy and he watched her expectantly, waiting for more instructions.
“Lick my clit, Ezra. Right here,” she said and pointed to her pleasure nub and the young Jedi faithfully did as he was told. He pressed his smooth, hot mouth against her and batted her clit playfully with his tongue and Sabine moaned loudly and trembled in response. Since she hadn't told him to stop he carried on, stroking her clit with his nimble tongue and causing waves of intense passion to consume the both of them. Sabine collapsed back on her bunk and lifted her legs onto Ezra's shoulders, dragging him even closer to her, and he responded by wrapping his hands around her legs, holding her in place, and continuing to fuck her with his tongue. She arched her back and grabbed the sheets tightly in her fists as she stifled her moans as Ezra diligently continued with his task. Taking the initiative he sucked gently on her clit and she cried out and a hot rush of juices erupted from her and dripped down his face. He paused and looked up at her curiously, face slick and his chin and neck wet.
“Did I hurt you?” he wondered and she shook her head firmly.
“Not at all. That felt really good.”
“Do you want me to keep doing it?” he asked and she smirked at him.
“I want you to put your fingers inside me at the same time.”
“Like this?” he asked and pressed a finger against her throbbing wet hole, watching in fascination as it disappeared inside her.
“Another one.”
Again Ezra did as he was told and sunk another finger along side the first and she fell back onto the bed again with a lusty sigh. Ezra explored around inside her by touch, forced himself in up to his hand and pressed around inside her pussy, searching for ways to make her cry out in pleasure again. He watched himself work with a hungry look, his eyes taking in the erotic sight laid out in front of him, and his free hand fell down to his crotch and pulled at his dick that was straining to get out of his pants.
“Eat me out too,” Sabine breathed huskily and the dark-haired boy took her pussy in his mouth some more and his tongue continued to strok her clit. Sabine's breathing came in gasps and she squirmed in the bed while Ezra worked to please her, his fingers thrusting in and out of her quivering quim while he sucked and teased at her nub. He'd freed his member from his pants and beat at it furiously while Sabine gushed and soaked the bed and his shirt with her spray.
“More,” she commanded him and Bridger put a third finger inside her hole and was met with more resistance this time. She was wet enough that he had only to pull his hand out momentarily and lubricate the rest of his hand with her juices, then all three fingers glided smoothly inside her. Sabine let out a drawn-out moan and spread her legs even wider, welcoming him in. “More!” she begged and Ezra obeyed her. Her tight pussy resisted him though and the muscles in his arm strained as he slowly and steadily forced his way inside her. Sabine moaned and gasped in pain but she didn't tell him to stop so he continued to push until finally her body took him in and he sank up to the back of his hand into her hungry pussy.
“Yes!” she cried out her head tossed around in the throws of passion. The cock in Ezra's hand could wait no longer and he groaned and shuddered as the orgasm hit him and sent shining globs of semen shooting into the air. Hot waves of passion shook him and his rhythm broke for a moment, much to Sabine's disappointment.
“Ezra, fuck me more,” she begged him but with a dick already spent Ezra didn't know what else to give her. Her pussy made wet sounds as he drew his hand in and out of it and while it was tight around him he wondered if there wasn't more room to be found. He cautiously withdrew his hand and added his thumb into the next thrust and Sabine sucked in a sharp breath and let out a small cry of pain.
“Do you want me to stop?” he asked quickly, a spark of fear in in his eyes, but she managed to lift her head to look at him and shake her head.
“Keep going.”
Ezra nodded and pressed his hand back into her and she strained into him, moaning as she did so. His hand was almost as slick as her dripping pussy and slowly opened up to Ezra's intrusion, gaping wide to take in his entire fist. Sabine cried out again as the young man's hand disappeared inside her entirely and she thrashed on the bed, impaled on the end of his arm. He pumped in and out of her, watching the slight movement in her stomach that reflected his hand somewhere deep inside her, and she continued to cry out and breath his name. Finally, at her wits end she let out a final cry and arched in a way that ripped his hand out of her pussy in a smooth motion. A shower of juices followed and tremors shook Sabine as the powerful orgasm overtook her. Her pussy gaped wide and hungry and inviting and Ezra leaned in against for another taste and the next gush of fluids caught him in the face and he opened his mouth and drank them down.
It took several minutes for Sabine to stop shaking and find her breath and Ezra smiled as he watched her and wiped the back of his hand across his dripping mouth and chin.
“Did I do okay?” he asked her hopefully and she forced herself to sit up on her elbows to look at him.
“You did great,” she admitted with a tired smile, glowing from the exertion, and he beamed proudly. “We should probably get cleaned up.”
“I should go change,” Ezra agreed, plucking at his wetted shirt.
“Same time tomorrow?” Sabine asked him and arched an eyebrow. “We'll continue your training.”
To that Ezra gave a hungry grin and nodded. “Sure thing, master,” he agreed playfully.


Ezra's Next Lesson
Chapter Summary


Sabine has a new move she wants to teach Ezra, and he's a very eager student


There was a tentative knock at Sabine's door and the young Mandalorian woman grinned in excitement.
"Come in, Ezra," Sabine called to him and the door slid open and the dark-haired jedi student stepped into the room. He looked nervous but he smiled shyly as he looked up at her and anticipation gleamed in his bright blue eyes.
"I'm ready for my training, master," he said and Sabine's heart fluttered in her chest and heat began to build between her legs. She shut the door behind him, grabbed him playfully by the hand and led him into her small room. From the tiny desk off to the side she pulled out the chair and dragged it out into the middle of the room and bade Ezra to sit. He did so without hesitation and his eyes followed her intently as she moved.
"What are you going to show me today?" he asked her and she could already see the bulge in his pants at the anticipation of what she had in store for him. Sabine dropped into his lap and draped her arms around his neck to balance herself, and he put an arm around her waist for further support and to hold her close.
"Something I really want to try with you," she purred at him and his smile grew. "I want you to spank me."
His smile faltered and his eyes searched hers curiously as if he'd misheard.
"Spank you? Why would I do that?"
"Because it feels good and it gets me excited, and I think you'd like it too."
His handsome face creased into a frown. "But I don't want to hurt you, Sabine," he said earnestly and Sabine smiled reassuringly and stroked the side of his face.
"You won't hurt me. I trust you, Ezra. We'll have a safe word, okay? If I say 'Chopper', that'll mean I want you stop. Does that sound alright to you?"
"You really like this kind of stuff?" His tone was curious, not judgemental, and she seemed to have piqued his interest with her unusual proposal. She grinned and nodded enthusiastically.
"I like it a lot."
At her reassurance his care-free smile returned and he nodded in approval.
"Alright Sabine. If you like it, then."
She squealed in giddy delight and slid off Ezra's lap so that she could slowly start undressing in front of him. She casually began to unzip her tight shirt and his hungry eyes watched her the whole time. She delighted in that look, the way she had captured his undivided attention, and she made a show of shrugging off each shoulder and pulling her shirt off from behind. She'd worn her best undergarments for the occasion; dark blue with silver design sewn in around the edges. Her bra was tight enough to pull her small breasts together and give her more cleavage than she had naturally and only hoped that Ezra liked it.
"So what am I supposed to be spanking you for?" Ezra asked, pulling his eyes up from her chest to meet her eye. He was blushing course, the innocent creature that he was, but it was much less than the last time they'd 'trained' together.
"That's part of the fun," Sabine answered and delicately stripped off her leggings and stepped out of them. "Coming up with a reason."
Ezra thought about it a moment, then grinned. "How about for giving me more training to do?"
"That can work, but I figured this kind of training is more fun that what Kanan and Rex usually have you do." She layed down across his lap and tucked her knees up under his legs, turning her ass up and pointing it in the air.
"That's for sure," he said a little breathlessly and placed one hand on her back, then shifted it to rest between her shoulder blades. Her started at her soft, round ass and stroked a hand over it experimentally. "How do I do this?"
"You can start slow and gentle and go harder as you warm me up," she suggested, settling down and getting herself more comfortable. She let her arms dangle down in front of her and her heart raced in excitement.
A hand came down on her with a gentle force and a spike of pleasure raced through her.
"That's for making me do laundry after the last time," Ezra said and he was smirking. He drew back his hand again and smacked her ass through her panties, watching in fascination as it jiggled beneath his hand. Sabine let out a moan of pleasure that vibrated through his legs and he could feel his cock stiffening beneath her. He took aim and increased the forced behind the swing, and the sound that it made striking her skin excited him as much as it did her. His hand remained on her soft cheek and he gently caressed the redness that was starting to show on her pale skin.
"Does it hurt?" he asked her and she shook her head and looked back over her shoulder at him with lusty eyes.
"Not even. You'll have to keep trying, Jedi."
This time Ezra moved quickly and the strike to her bottom hit the opposite cheek and with more force than the others. Sabine yelped and jerked but a surprisingly strong hand on her back held her in place.
"And that one was for the attitude," he said and his grin was more confident this time.
"Who taught you how's to hit? AP-5?"
Another sharp smack, lower this time, made her yelp and her panties began to soak through, wet with desire. Ezra ran a hand over them, revelling in their warm moistness and how such a simple act could get her so aroused. His throbbing member, pinned beneath her, was giving away his own enjoyment of their game. Her gave her several more slaps, varying the intensity and where he aimed his hand. Sabine was moaning in between the tiny cries he elicited from her, and she wrapped her hands around the legs of the chair to brace herself against the welcome pain of Ezra's discipline. Her pussy was swelling with desire and soaking through her underwear so Ezra grabbed the hem and yanked them briskly down to her thighs. At the angle she was at, her bottom turned up and on display, her pink folks were visible and oh so tempting. Ezra ran a hand over her quivering pussy again and dragged her juices up and over her redenning ass. The smooth way his hand glided over her curves was tantalizing and he reveled in the way the wet trails shone in the dim light.
"How am I doing?" he asked and the hand that had been holding her in place took a pause to run over her hair soothingly.
Sabine let out a long, satisfied breath. "You're doing great Ezra. Are you having fun too?"
He smiled and grabbed a handful of her ass firmly. "Most fun I've had on this ship so far."
She mumbled in agreement and settled back into position and Ezra's hand came down again. She jerked and whimpered but the young man restrained her with his other hand and increased the tempo of his swings. His blows migrated from cheek to cheek and ass to thigh, creating a sense of dreaded anticipation where the next smack would land. On a particularly low-hitting slap Sabine uttered such a gutteral cry that Ezra knew he'd touched on something satisfying and he carefully aimed his next few hits in the same area.
"Ezra! Ezra, right there!" Sabine begged him desperately and Ezra doubled his efforts until Sabine gave a drawn out moan and trembled in his lap and her pussy dripped with gratification. Ezra held her in that position, gently caressing her ass that was bright red and bore witness to their naughty new game. After a while Sabine was able to slide off of him and she knelt on the floor in front of the chair.
"See? Told you I liked it," she's said and her face was almost as flushed as her other end. "Did you enjoy it too?"
"It felt pretty good," he admitted with another one of his shy smiles. Sabine reached out and stroked the erection that was clearly visible through his pants and she smirked.
"I'd say you liked it almost as much as me. How would you like me to make you feel even better?"
Ezra's breath caught in his throat as he tried to steel himself against Sabine's feather light touch. "I think I'd like that," he breathed and Sabine reached up with both hands to undo his pants and pull out his hard cock. She brought her face close and caressed it with her tongue, licking it in one long, slow motion from bottom to top. Ezra moaned and trembled at her touch and grabbed the edges of the chair tightly.
"You're new at this so you'll probably cum quickly," she warned him, fondling his sac while she spoke and breathed hotly on his throbbing shaft. "See how long you can last and we'll work you up to longer later."
Ezra didn't have the sense to answer her, as she took his entire cock in her mouth and slid her lips right down to the base. He grunted with supreme effort and threw his head back, lost in the euphoric sensation off the young woman's mouth wrapped around his manhood. As she rose and drew up towards the tip she sucked gently and Ezra moaned her name in response. Her tongue danced over the top of his penis, tickled at his slit and then circled around the head. Her hand held tightly at the base of his cock, just hard enough to help him control the pleasurable pressure that was building inside there. Her lips ran over the ridge on the top of his cock, tightening a little each time she passed over it, and the hot waves of passion that consumed Ezra were almost to much for him to bear. The wet sucking noises that Sabine made as she thrust the length of his dick in and out of her mouth further enhanced the sensation until he was sure he could take no more.
"Sabine!" he gasped as his body shook with release and the orgasm rocked him. Sabine only flinched slightly as the hot, milky stream that shot out of him splattered across her face. She continued to pump his cock, coaxing every last drop off cum out of him, until her touch became almost unbearable and her was nearly whimpering her name.
"Did you enjoy that?" she asked him, looking up from where she was still kneeling between his legs. Streams of semen glistened in her hair and dribbled down her face while she smiled up at him.
"Sabine, that felt incredible," her told her, beginning to catch his breath again, and he reached out timidly and cupped her adorable face in his hand. He ran a thumb over her cheek, smearing some of his cum further on her face as he did so.
"There's all sorts of ways we can make each other feel good, if you want to learn."
"Sabine, I wouldn't miss your training excercises for the world," Ezra promised enthusiastically.


Teacher's Assistant
Chapter Summary


Sabine's called in an assistant to help with a new demonstration


Women’s laughter echoed through the halls of the otherwise empty ship. It wasn't that Ezra minded Sabine and Katsu catching up while the three of them ran this fairly boring supply mission, it was just that the young Jedi was getting the distinct impression that some of the laughter was directed at him and at his expense. He didn't know Katsu at all, and the history that the two mandalorian women shared he could not appreciate or join in, so he was starting to feel a bit like a third wheel around here. Besides, with Sabine spending so much time with her old friend and there being no real room for privacy on this tiny ship, Ezra's 'training' with Sabine had been put on hold.
As Ezra entered the common area to grab something to eat he clearly interrupted Sabine and Ketsu mid-joke. With devilish grins they both looked over at him, stopped talking, and then burst out in another fit of laughter.
Ezra felt his ears go hot for no reason and distracted himself by rummaging around for food.
"Did I miss something funny?" he asked, uncertain he would be able to handle the answer.
Katsu leaned back and threw her arms over the back of the battered, patched bench the two women sat on. Though she was roughly the same age as Sabine the bald woman carried herself like someone much older. She had a bossy attitude and little patience and seemed more suited to doing things on her own then working in a team.
"Sabine told me that you blushed easy but I wouldn't have believed it without seeing it," Katsu said with a wide grin. "You're about the same color as a gundark's bare ass." Sabine chuckled at that. "Bet that blush if yours goes all the way down, doesn't it?"
"Down where?" Ezra asked innocently, then immediately regretted opening his mouth as the two burst into laughter again.
"I've got something to do in the hold," Ezra stammered uncomfortably and tried to leave but Ketsu put her leg up on the counter, blocking his path and abruptly halting his retreat.
"Don't be in such a hurry, Jedi. Join us. Sabine's been telling me a lot about you."
"Just the good stuff, I hope," he laughed awkwardly and rubbed the back of his head.
"She tells me you two have been doing some training together and that you're an excellent student."
Ezra contemplated pulling out his light saber and cutting the floor out from under him. Sabine was smirking at him and Ketsu's hungry stare made it clear that Ketsu was up to date on everything their 'training' had covered. Still Ezra tried to play it cool. Maybe has was completely wrong and just being paranoid and Sabine hadn't told her friend all the juicy details.
"Oh yeah, you know me. Top student. Training makes the man, right?"
"I don't know. How much of a man did Sabine make you?" Katsu challenged and her eyebrow wagged suggestively. Sabine laughed again and looked over at him with that playful look she saved just for their alone time.
"Katsu said that she wanted to see what you'd learned so far," the colorful manalorian said and leaned forward on her knees. "She thought maybe she could help in out next training session."
Ezra's blush went even darker and he stood gaping like a fish in utter disbelief.
"Sabine!" he exclaimed, mortified, but Katsu didn't seem bothered by his uncomfortability.
"Just think of me as a teacher's assistant," she offered, head tilted back and giving Ezra a sidelong glance.
"Sabine, is she serious?" Ezra squeaked, squirming as Ketsu's eyes ran up and down his body slowly and with purpose.
"Ezra, I'm always serious," the dark-skinned young woman replied evenly. "Unless you're not ready for some real training."
"Hey, I'm always ready for a challenge," he quipped back, pride overcoming his bashfulness, and his answer drew pleased smiles from the two mandalorians.
"Oh, he is eager," Ketsu said in approval to her friend, who nodded proudly. Katsu got to her feet and started to undress in front of a very red and very bewildered Ezra, taking her time to peel away her clothing and making sure Ezra got a good look as she did so. Immediately Ezra felt a stirring in his pants and he was coming to the slow realization that he wasn't dreaming.
"You sure this is okay?" he asked, looking over at his friend and trying not to seem too excited about the other naked woman standing in front of him. Sabine nodded enthusiastically and if anything she seemed more pleased than him about the possibilities playing out before them.
"I think it'll be really fun to watch you," she told him as Katsu sat back down again, legs spread open, her arms back along the edge of the couch. Her breasts were fuller than Sabine's, were tempting and alluring with their large, dark areolas and perky nipples. Her mound was covered by a bush of dark, curly hair, and the bright pink of her inner pussy contrasted in a pleasant way against her dark folds and lips.
"Come on, Jedi, show me what Sabine taught you. She said you were really good with your mouth."
With his heart racing in excitement he knelt between Ketsu's legs and pressed his mouth against her warm cunt, let his tongue drag up her slit and over her clit. He rolled over it delicately, alternating between quick, teasing flicks with the tip to firmer strokes with the whole of it.
"Oh stars Jedi, you are good," Ketsu moaned. Next to her, Sabine was watching Ezra with a lusy stare, his face buried in her friend's snatch, and started to run her fingers over her crotch. Ketsu noticed her tentatively touching herself and smiled at the other woman.
"How's it look from over there? You got a good view?" Sabine nodded. "You might as well take your clothes off too Sabine and come on over."
Sabine was happy for the invite and quickly undressed, tossing her clothes to the floor with Ketsu's to be sorted out later. Ketsu patted the seat next to her and Sabine sank into it, so close that the two women were pressed into each other. Ketsu reached over to her friend and pulled her in even closer, dragging Sabine into a kiss. Sabine didn't hesitate and opened her mouth to Ketsu's explorative tongue that slipped inside her. Sabine moaned low and her hand wandered up Ketsu's firm stomach and found its way to her friend's breast. Sabine took the dark nipple between her fingers, tugged it gently and massaged the area with practiced hands.
Between her legs, Ezra has worked up Ketsu into a slick mess and she broke her kiss with Sabine to address him.
"Come on Jedi, get those clothes off and show me that light saber of yours," she instructed him and he nodded obediently and got to his feet. With the eyes of both women on him he unbuckled his belt and undid his pants. Taking a cue from the girls, he hooked his thumbs under the hem and with deliberate slowness pulled his pants down to his hips, showing off the cut lines of his abs and the 'v' of his hips. He stopped at the bottom of his bush and the base of his shaft, teasing them with the promise of what was to come.
"Oof. Are all you Jedi so sexy?"
"Comes with the territory," Ezra replied, reaching into his pants and pulling out his stiff cock. He stroked it slowly while the women watched hungrily and he thrilled at their lusty stares. "What would you have me do, masters?"
Ketsu beamed a smile at him, then at Sabine. "You're right; he is adorable, isn't he?" She turned back to Ezra and beckoned him over, pointing to her slick pussy with the other hand. "I want you to bring that meat-saber of yours over here and fuck the Force out of me. How does that sound?"
The dribble of pre-cum that appeared on the head of his cock was enough of an answer so Ezra descended on her awaiting pussy. He guided himself into her invitingly warm body and slid in easily, her gaping hole accepting him without resistance. The sensation was unlike anything he'd felt before with Sabine or what he was used to doing alone in his bunk. Her soft, hot walls closed in around his shaft as he thrust into her, exploring inside her and trying to discover just how deep she went. Ketsu groaned in appreciation and she grabbed him by the hips, driving herself against him even as she dragged him closer. Sabine, who was still next to her friend and watching them fuck with wide, hungry eyes, leaned in and took Ketsu by the chin, cut off the other woman's sounds of pleasure by forcing her tongue into her already open mouth. Ketsu continued to moan though, muffled even as she was by Sabine's intrusive tongue, and the two women continued to kiss even as Ezra hammered his rock hard dick into the gasping, shaking woman. Her moans became more pleasing and Sabine reached down in between the two of them and began to play with Ketsu's clit. The slick wetness between her legs became a dripping mess and her back arched suddenly as her whole body quivered in an orgasmic release. Her soft flesh contracted in waves around Ezra's cock and he felt a surge of heat and pleasure as he reached his own climax. He held Ketsu in place against her weak thrashing and drove his dick in as far as it would go, releasing his load of cum deep inside her with a drawn out moan. When he pulled out slowly, a thick mess of cum and juices spilled out of Ketsu’s quivering hole and Sabine broke off their kiss to place herself between her friend’s legs. With the same care Ezra had taken, Sabine caught the trail of semen that was leaking out with her tongue and licked it up. She placed her hands on Ketsu’s legs and forced them open wider, giving her greater access to the other woman’s messy pussy. Ketsu panted and moaned while Sabine worked away at eating her out and Ketsu grabbed a fistful of Sabine’s bright hair.
“You haven’t lost your touch,” Ketsu gasped as Sabine hungrily devoured her juicy pussy, and from where he stood watching he could feel his cock getting stiff again. The sight of Sabine’s pale, round ass turned up at him while she had her face buried in her friend's muff was enough to give him a second wind.
"Sabine, would it be okay if I stuck it in you while you did that?" he asked hopefully, rubbing his thumb over the head of his prick still wet from its adventures inside Ketsu.
“I think that’s a great idea, don’t you?” Ketsu asked Sabine, whose answer was muffled by the other woman’s pussy. She did, however, raise her ass higher in the air, presenting her tight, dark asshole and quivering opening to Ezra. She even reached around and gripped her own cheek firmly, spreading herself open for him and exposing more of her dripping cunt, inviting him to dive inside.
Ezra wasted no time and pressed the tip of his swollen, eager cock into her pink quim. Sabine gave a cry as he penetrated her but Ketsu held her head where it was by her hair and shoved her back into her pussy.
“Don’t stop now Sabine. I want to see our little student pound your pussy till you both pop.”
Ezra held Sabine tightly by the hips, pulling her into him each time he thrust forward to maximise each stroke while the wet sound of him driving into her filled the room. Her ass shook with each impact and Ezra couldn’t resist reaching down and slapping it as he pistoned in and out of her. Sabine’s whimper could be heard around her mouth full of snatch and even Ketsu let out a pleased sound.
“She showed you that, did she? Go on; give her another one.”
Grunting with effort at controlling his rapidly approaching climax Ezra slapped Sabine again and she moaned and flinched and pushed back harder against him. She trembled and her pussy gushed as she was gripped in the throes of pleasure and Ezra exploded inside her a moment later.
Ketsu finally released her friend and Sabine gasped for air, her face wet and smeared in the other woman’s love juices. Ezra slipped out of her with a wet sound and took a moment to appreciate the sight of the two women, riding the aftershocks of pleasure and flushed with passion.
“Your lessons are really fun Sabine,” Ketsu said with a pleased grin. “I should sit in on them more often.” Her dark brown eyes turned up at Ezra coyly. “And you, Jedi, you definitely passed. Sabine’s a good teacher.”
“Thank you, masters,” he said and gave them a cocky mock bow.


Ezra's Special Request
Chapter Summary


Ezra's been doing some homework and he's found something he wants to show Sabine.


Sabine was in the Phantom running a diagnostic when Ezra came to see her. The sight of the dark-haired young Jedi brought a grin to her face and she set down the data pad she had been holding.
"Hey Ezra, what are you doing here? Come to help?”
The young man rubbed a hand on the back of his head and he looked away from her a moment. “Well, no, not exactly,” he said in that bashful tone of his that Sabine loved to hear. He got flustered and embarrassed so easily around her that she’d made it her mission to tease him and push him as far as he would let her.
In his hand Ezra held his own data pad and he gripped it with both hands suddenly like he was looking for something to do to distract himself from his own awkwardness. “Well, see, I was watching some videos on the holo net and I came across one that...well, I kinda liked it and…” He trailed off, held the pad against his chest, still obscuring the contents from her while he worked up the nerve to share it with her. She waited patiently for him to summon his courage, enjoying instead the sight of the rosy blush that was creeping up his face. “I was hoping that maybe we could do something like this.”
He handed the pad out to her a little hesitantly and Sabine accepted it, turned it around and took a moment to understand what she was looking at. When she did she couldn’t help her eyebrows leaping up in surprise and she looked back at the squirming young man trying his best not to meet her direct gaze.
“You want to try this?” she asked and couldn’t help feeling a little thrilled at the idea herself. Although Ezra looked like his blush might burst him into flame at any moment he nodded firmly and looked at her through his lashes. Sabine’s shock melted away and was rapidly condensing as excitement and her mind was already planning out their next ‘training session’ together. “If you’re sure about it Ezra. I’d need to get a few things though. Can you take over here while I sneak out to the market?”


Ezra nodded so fast he probably gave himself whiplash and Sabine grinned even wider and handed him back the pad. She just about rushed out past him, eager to get the supplies they’d need, but stopped and turned back, giving him a quick chaste kiss before she ran off.


******************


The next day, under the guise of needing to run a test flight on the Phantom, Sabine and Ezra took the shuttle for a little joy ride. Sabine didn’t take it far and only set it down in a sheltered canyon about thirty minutes from where the Ghost was currently parked, but it would guarantee the Mandalorian and the Jedi some much needed alone-time.
Once the ship was landed and powered down, Sabine got up and offered her hand to Ezra, who accepted it and allowed her to lead him into the small rear compartment. The pack she’d brought was stowed overhead and she pulled it down, then pulled out the thick blanket she’d brought along and spread it out on the ground. Ezra was a bundle of nervous excitement and he’d started blushing again even though she hadn’t even started pulling out the fun stuff yet. He was just too cute for words, in Sabine’s opinion, but she knew that she would have to be the one to take charge of this little adventure of theirs.
“Get undressed,” she told him in a soft but commanding tone and he obeyed her without question, peeling off his clothes and pulling off his boots and chucking everything into a corner without care. He stood before her, copper skinned and lithely muscled, hands behind his back like he was a cadet presenting for inspection, and Sabine looked him up and down and could see nothing she didn’t like. She reached out and ran her hands from his shoulders downwards, letting the glide over his warm skin and feeling the firmness of his sculpted body. Ezra had been dutifully training with both Kanan and Rex, often doing exercises or drills long after the rest of the crew had settled down for the day, and the effort had definitely begun to have an appreciative effect on his nimble frame. She grazed her nails down his sides as she went and he shivered beneath her touch but kept himself still, awaiting further instructions. His cock was already growing hard with anticipation but Sabine forced herself to ignore it for now.
Turning away from him momentarily, she reached into the bag again and pulled out a length of rope, sliding the smooth surface of it through her hands slowly for show until she got to the end of it, then grinned knowingly at Ezra. “On your knees, Jedi,” she told him and his cock went to full mast at the order and he dropped to his knees in front of her. His dark eyes were glued intently on her like he was enthralled by her and her own body thrilled at the hungry look in his eyes. With the rope held taut between her hands she circled around behind him and looped it around his wrist with the knots she’d been practicing, then placed a hand on his bare back and gave him a firm push. He bent over for her until his knees were against his chest and his cheek was pressed into the blanket, and he looked back over at her over his shoulder as best he could. From there Sabine tied his hand to his ankle and then repeated the process on the other side, locking him into that position. He tugged experimentally on the rope but Sabine’s knots held firm and he couldn’t do much more than wiggle his ass which now stood up in the air on full display for her. Ezra settled back down into position and Sabine moved around him again into his line of sight, so she could start slowly removing her own clothing while he watched. She unclasped her bits of armour and set them carefully aside, then grabbed the hem of her tight undershirt and lifted it over her head with one smooth motion, exposing her bare breasts underneath. With one hand she tossed the shirt on top of the armour and with the other she ran it up her chest and caught her nipples between her fingers, giving it a good tug while she sighed in pleasure. Ezra’s keen eyes watched her every movement and she could hear the way he sucked in an appreciative breath at the show she was putting on for him. Her boots came next, then the leggings that she practically had to peel from her body, revealing the tight harness that wrapped around her waist and between her legs.
“I figured you wouldn’t mind if I tried this part out first,” Sabine said to him, running a hand over the front strap that cupped her pussy. “It has a lovely little toy on the inside for me too and you wouldn’t believe how hard it was to walk around the Ghost with it inside me without moaning.” She shifted her weight a little, causing the toy inside her to brush up against a sensitive spot, and she moaned now without restraint.
Ezra let out a cute whimper in reply.
“But that’s not the part that’s going to be the most fun,” she continued and reached back into the bag for the second half of her purchase, pulling out a bright pink dildo and holding it out for Ezra’s inspection. His eyes went a little wide and he licked his lips absently while Sabine carefully mounted it on the harness she was wearing. She bent down now and teasingly ran her fingers over his hair, down his neck and back and all the way down over the curve of his ass as she walked around him, causing him to shiver and his hairs to stand on end in excitement.
"You know, I'm pretty surprised you wanted to do something like this," Sabine said as she knelt down behind him and placed a hand on either of his ass cheeks. "I'm normally the kinky one."
"It looked fun," Ezra said without hesitation. "The guy in the holo seemed to be having fun. And we've always had fun together no matter what we tried like this so I figured it was worth a shot."
What could Sabine say to that? She smiled fondly at him and pried his crack apart, exposing his puckering hole that twitched like a womp rat at having been found. She had no experience being on the giving end of this act but she knew what she liked and figured she could start there, and Ezra could guide her along towards his enjoyment.
She kissed at his entrance, teasing him with light touches and soft breaths, and he moaned in appreciation and encouragement. Her tongue darted out, swirling around his asshole, while she dragged a thumb closer and gently tested the resistance she found there. Erza was tight but relaxing swiftly at her ministrations and she found she was able to slip the tip of her thumb inside him and prod him more firmly. His body clenched down around her, startled at the intrusion and the unfamiliar sensation, but she gave him a moment to adjust and his breath to even out again and she was able to push a little deeper inside.
Ezra let out a delicious moan and rocked back slightly into her while she tugged and stretched his entrance with her finger and soothed and moistened him with her tongue.
After a few minutes she sat back on her heels and withdrew from him, and he responded with a disappointed whimper that was unbecoming of a Jedi in training.
"Do you think you're ready for the next step?" She asked him, absently toying with the dildo strapped to her as if it were her own dick, and Ezra's long and drawn out sight of contentment was all the encouragement she needed. She dragged the nearly empty bag closer to her and fished out the tube of lubricant she'd brought along, assuming Ezra would need it as much as she had in the past. She upturned the bottle directly over his ass and let a steady stream of the clear, slick fluid hit him and follow the natural curve of his body to flow down between his cheeks. He yelped at the cold sensation but then Sabine's hands were on him, smearing the lube around and warming it with her hands. She dragged a trail of it down to his entrance and found little resistance this time when she plunged her finger inside, playing around inside him and working him up into a squirming mess. She slid a second finger along the first and Ezra hissed so she paused and waited until he settled down before she delved in further, curling the tips and testingly pumping in and out a few times.
"Oh, Sabine," the dark-haired man breathed, his voice husky and her name on his lips almost a plea. She rocked her hips forward, bringing the dildo within reach of his sculpted ass and dragged it up and down his crack teasingly, coating it in lube. She gripped the shaft in her free hand and lined it up with Ezra's hole, nudged the tip of it alongside her fingers and gently pressed it inside. Ezra stiffened and moaned and she watched his hands clench and unclench where they were tied, his breath coming in shallow pants. She withdrew the toy and gave Ezra a moment, then pressed it against his asshole again and this time he swallowed the whole tip with a throaty moan. She pushed a little deeper, then backed off again, alternating like that for a minute as each new forward thrust sent her plunging a little deeper inside him. She watched him carefully for signs of pain but she also trusted him to let her know if he needed to stop, and when she was sure he was ready she sank the entire length of the dildo into his ass. Ezra's long, throaty wail sent pleasant shivers down her spine and the way he bucked and arched his back at the new sensations was intoxicating to watch. The smaller toy that was inside her was pushed up against her sensitive spot inside her, and her clit was stimulated with the force of thrusting her hips. She gave a moan of her own and pumped in and out of him, rocking back and forth in an increasing pace, chasing after her own pleasure. She grabbed her tit and tugged roughly at her nipple, rocking her hips to pound away satisfyingly at the man beneath her.
"Are you having fun?" She asked him, even though she was confident she already knew the answer. His skin shone with sweat and he was flushed, and the way he moaned and whimpered and strained against his bonds was more than telling.
"Stars, Sabine," he almost cried, punctuated by a grunt as she bore down on him roughly. "Stars, please touch me."
A thrill raced through her and she bent over, not slowing her hips a beat.
"Touch you where, Ezra?" She drawled, very close to his ear, enjoying his discomfort and helplessness immensely. Between his gasping breaths and the fact that he periodically buried his own face in the blanket, he managed to get out a reply.
"My dick. Please, I can't take it."
"Like this?" She purred and reached beneath him to find his rigid shaft and give it a slow and languid stroke. His whole body trembled at the touch he cried out again, rutting into her hand as all sense and control left him. He pulled against the ropes on his wrists, dug his toes into the blanket and writhed beneath her, unable to do much more than that. She firmed her grip and increased the speed of her strokes to match the pace she was setting with her hips and the dildo, moaning at the sensations the movements were causing inside her.
Ezra came first and with a violent suddenness, shuddering and driving himself back against her crotch while his cock blew thick, messy streams of semen across his stomach and the blanket beneath them. His desperate, breathless moan dragged on as she milked every last drop of cum from him u til he was flinching at her touch. Frustrated that she still didn't have her fill but seeing how sensitive Ezra had become she carefully withdrew from his ass and watched his hole flex and pucker at the abrupt emptiness she caused. She hurriedly undid the straps of her harness and removed the contraption, pulling the toy out from her dribbling pussy and dropping the whole thing to the floor. With a firm nudge she toppled the helpless Jedi and he sputtered in surprise, even as she grabbed him by the arm and the hips and rolled him over onto his back. Still tied up and helpless against her with his knees pinned against his chest, panting with exertion, he watched her with heavy-lidded eyes. She positioned herself above his face and lowered her pussy down onto him and she ran a hand through his sweat-soaked hair.
"If you're real good and make me cum, I'll think about untying you," she told him, pressing her wet folds to his mouth, and he eagerly parted his lips and reached out with his tongue to lap up her sweet juices. Ezra had an incredibly nimble tongue and Sabine loved the way he batted it about her pussy, going from tickling her with the tip to long and firm strokes with the full flat of it. She rested her weight on her ankles and felt her body quivering at his skilled attentions, sighing and moaning as her pleasure rapidly mounted.
Ezra managed to lift his head slightly and affixed his lips to her clit, giving it gentle suction, and Sabine cried out and ground into him, smearing more fluid onto his mouth and chin. The Jedi in turn licked it up, stiffening his tongue and plunging it into her wet cunt before lifting his head again and flicking it rapidly over her little nub of pleasure.
"Just like that," she moaned as a cold shiver raced through her and she approached the edge of climax. "Don't stop, don't you dare stop Ezra," she panted out. "Lick me till I come baby."
Ezra's tempo picked up and Sabine threw her head back and cried out loudly while her body spasmed and shook, the orgasm coursing through her. When it finally passed and she came down from its high she lifted herself off of Ezra and reached for the knots around his wrists, undoing them in short order. Freed from the unnatural position Ezra splayed out on the blanket with a weak moan and flexed his hands and stretched out his legs as far as they would go. She lay down next to him, propping herself up on one elbow and drawing a finger through the shining slick covering the lower half of his face.
"I could get used to hearing you call my name like that," she told him and the sleepy smile he gave her in return was like a ray of sunshine.
"I think I liked hearing you call me 'baby'."
She leaned over him and kissed him, gently forcing her tongue into his mouth and tasting herself there.
"Was that as fun as you thought it would be?" She asked him and he looked up at her earnestly.
"Sabine, everything's fun when you're around."
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Summary


When the time comes for Sabine Wren to tell her family about her pregnancy, she can't help but be nervous. She has always had a complicated relationship with her mother, especially since she abandoned the Empire, but things are going better. She doesn't want that to end. Meanwhile, knowing her daughter is coming to visit, Ursa can't help but think about the two of them over the years.


Notes


Sorry for any typos.


I named the story after the song by Halestorm.


See the end of the work for more notes
Sabine might actually be sick. Her stomach had been twisting the whole day and she had barely been able to keep anything down. It wasn’t because of her pregnancy. She had passed the first trimester. Sabine had been so happy when she had, but almost didn’t seem as happy as Ezra. Before they had a miscarriage and then a second one. After that it had taken awhile to get pregnant again. And Sabine had been scared, not that she had spoken about it. She had been taught not to. But it didn’t change anything.


She had started to think another pregnancy wouldn’t happen. That maybe all she would be was an aunt to Tristan’s kids once he had them.


But then it had. She had been scared and worried that she would miscarry again. That maybe there was something wrong with her and she wouldn’t be able to carry the baby to term. But now she was in her second trimester. She had never made it that far before.


Never.


And a week ago, she and Ezra had found out the sex.


Ezra had touched her stomach. His eyes had been lit up with happiness “This is great.”


“Yes, yes it is,” Sabine said. And she meant every word. She put her hand on his and smiled at him. She would have been happy with either sex. She just wanted her baby to make it, but this was still wonderful.


And now she was feeling a lot less worried.


But things had to get more complicated. Ezra was a Jedi and sometimes there were Jedi things he had to do. Sabine normally would go with him, but now that she was pregnant, she couldn’t.


And plus she had promised her mother that she would visit this weekend.


“If you want, you can just tell your mother that you’ll come a different time,” Ezra said. “I know… well. your mother’s Mandalorian and they can be crazy.”


Sabine rolled her eyes. “And like you Jedi aren’t crazy? And I’ll be fine. I don’t need you with me to visit my family.”


But she had wanted him to be there when she broke this to her mother as well as the rest of her family. She wanted her family to be happy and maybe they would be, but Sabine couldn’t help but be worried that wouldn’t be the case. Her mother… well… Sabine and Ursa had always had a complicated relationship. Sabine thought things were getting better, but still.


It wasn’t always easy, and she couldn’t help but be worried about how this would go and how her family would react, especially her mother. She had heard about how her mother reacted to one of her best friend’s pregnancies. Her mother’s friend had been only that and older than Sabine and she hadn’t even taken that well. Apparently, Bo-Katan had been furious with how Sabine’s mother, Ursa had reacted. How she hadn’t been happy when she was supposed to be. How she had been really negative about her pregnancy.


So now Sabine was worried. Her mother might not think this was a good time for Sabine to get pregnant. Maybe she wouldn’t even approve of Ezra being the father. He wasn’t Mandalorian after all and to make matters worse was a Jedi. Once her mother had said something about Ezra not understanding their ways, and really her mother was right in some ways.


But Sabine still loved him. It didn’t matter to her that he wasn’t Mandalorian and that he was a Jedi instead.


And hopefully her mother would just be happy that Sabine was happy.


“Sabine, I—”


“It’ll be okay,” Sabine said. “It’ll be great. You just make sure that you show up eventually.”


“I will be there as soon as I can be,” he said and Sabine believed him.


But she still wished that he could come with her right away.


-Years Ago-


Motherhood came easy to some women. Ursa had seen it. People who had babies and right away they were a natural at it. They seemed to know instantly what their baby wanted and their baby seemed to love them more than anyone. It would be like the world revolved around their mother. No, it was more like the mother and child were in their own galaxy and no one else mattered.


And when they were pregnant, they just glowed and seemed to love the whole experience. Even when they complained about being pregnant, their eyes had still lit up with happiness. So much love already. It was as if they knew that everything would go all right. It was as if the baby was already everything to them and they couldn’t imagine what the Galaxy would be without their child in it. They already were mothers and would be good at it. Motherhood just seemed natural to them.


It hadn’t been like that for Ursa.


When she found out she was pregnant with Sabine, she had been terrified. She had been in Death Watch, and to make matters worse Alrich, who she had only just married when she wasn’t supposed to, wasn’t. He was much closer to the New Mandalorians when it came to politics. He had once told her that he even admired the Duchess.


Vizsla luckily didn’t know about that, but it was bad enough to him that he wasn’t in Death Watch and that Ursa wouldn’t be able to do as much for Death Watch. But whatever Bo-Katan had done had calmed Vizsla down and now he was fine with the pregnancy. Except he wanted the baby to stay once it was born. He wanted the baby to be in Death Watch when it was older.


And Ursa… something about that had sat wrong with her. Just the thought of the baby being here just didn’t sit right.


The pregnancy was nothing like she imagined either. She had seen people, including her own mother with her little brothers, when they were pregnant and they often seemed to enjoy it. They glowed. They loved their child already and spoke about it as if they couldn’t imagine what the world would be without him or her. They already were connected to them in all ways that mattered.


Not just by the fact that the baby was inside them.


It wasn’t like that for Ursa. Not with Sabine. She was sick. Ursa was sick all the time. Even when the first trimester ended, she still felt like crap. She was constantly tired too, which made it worse was for awhile she still had to do Death Watch things that pregnant people probably shouldn’t. She thought about mentioning it to Vizsla or Bo-Katan or someone else, but she knew what the reaction would be, even from her friend.


And she didn’t feel connected to the baby. Sometimes she even resented her. The kid… It was ruining everything. Things had been under control and now… now they weren’t. She thought when she had an ultrasound, then she would instantly feel a connection to the child. But no. All she noticed was the child didn’t even look human. When she found out the sex, it was the same way. If anything that made her feel worse. This Galaxy wasn’t good for boys or girls, but it was worse for girls, especially in Death Watch.


But she told herself when the baby was born, she would obviously instantly feel attached to her. She would be like the mother hers had been. The kind of mother she was supposed to be. And she told herself this even when she was having Sabine. Even during the complications. Once she saw the child, the galaxy would light up in every way and everything would be wonderful. She would be overcome with love for her child.


But even then, no connection. It didn’t matter that Sabine was perfect and beautiful and healthy. She knew that she was failing her as soon as she failed to get that connection. She deserved better than Ursa.


Once Ursa had made the mistake of telling Bo-Katan about this. Bo-Katan had stared at her for a long time, trying to actually be tactful for once. Great… Telling her had been a mistake, but she was helping her so much. She pretty much lived with her and had even before Ursa since it made it easier for her to avoid Vizsla. Now Ursa felt she needed Bo-Katan instead of the other way around. Bo-Katan helped her with the baby. Bo-Katan was so good with Sabine and Sabine’s eyes would light up whenever she saw her.


“I… That’s…” Bo-Katan said as she rocked Sabine. Sabine was once again looking at Bo as if she was amazing. “I think it’s common for new mothers to have problems connecting to their babies sometimes.”


Postpartum Depression. Yes, Ursa had heard about it. But having it tied to her didn’t make her feel any better. This wasn’t supposed to happen to her.


“I… Well what am I supposed to do about that?” Ursa asked as she took away Sabine from Bo-Katan. Sabine let out a cry and looked at Bo-Katan as if she was hoping Bo would save her from her own mother. Maybe Sabine would have preferred Ursa if Ursa could have breast fed her, but she was having trouble even doing that. It was as if nothing Ursa did was right.


And she wanted to do better. She wanted to be the kind of mother that Sabine deserved. Even though this was so hard, she loved Sabine so much. She just… she hated that she felt the way she did.


“I don’t know,” Bo-Katan said.


“It’s not like I can go to therapy,” Ursa said. Maybe if Alrich had been here things would have been easier. Or maybe they wouldn’t have been even then. Maybe she was just a horrible mother. Bo-Katan was better than her and she wasn’t a mother and was so much younger. Ursa sighed and gave her baby back to Bo-Katan since it was what Sabine wanted.


“Maybe after awhile then you’ll feel better and—”


Bo-Katan didn’t get to finish because that was when the door opened and of course, Vizsla walked in, because things always had to get worse. He always seemed to show up at the worst possible moment. It was as if he could sense it.


Surely he would have something to say about how Bo-Katan had Sabine. Or maybe he would want to take Bo-Katan away. Hopefully to send her on a mission because that was better than the alternative. Or maybe he would decide that Ursa had waited long enough after Sabine and she needed to start going on missions again.


He smirked at Ursa. “I see my woman is the one who is taking care of your child again.”


Normally Ursa would have made a comment about him calling Bo-Katan his woman. She just hated that. It usually would set her on edge when she said that. Bo didn’t seem to like it either, but right now she didn’t even seem to care that Vizsla was here. She had noticed him since she had actually smiled weakly at him but that was all.


“Yes, Bo-Katan is helping me,” Ursa said as she went over to the door that Vizsla was standing by. “She’s busy right now.”


Vizsla gave her a look and who knew why. There were so many reasons he could have. At least he wasn’t bothering Bo right now, but she was having trouble even caring about that. Which made her feel like a bad friend.


“Sabine loves you so much, Bo-Katan,” Vizsla said, actually giving Bo-Katan a rare smile. “You’re so good with her.”


“I… Thank you,” Bo-Katan said, blinking.


Ursa didn’t know how to react to that either.


“And even though you seem to be doing all the work for Ursa, you don’t look like shit like she does and can still do your job… and other things.”


Great… Just great. Ursa knew she looked horrible. She couldn’t sleep and when she did manage to it seemed like Sabine would cry. Bo-Katan helped her then too and was up a lot, but she still somehow managed to look the same as always. Ursa had no idea how she managed to still work with Death Watch and… deal with Vizsla. Ursa’s stomach twisted. Ursa had trouble getting out of bed sometimes.


Stars… She really was failing at everything.


“Ursa—” Bo-Katan tried to say, but then Sabine let out a small cry and Bo-Katan looked at her instead. “I think she needs to be changed. I’ll be right back?” She asked this like a question and looked at Ursa and Vizsla. Ursa didn’t know who she was asking for permission.


“Go ahead, cyar'ika,” Vizsla said, folding his arms over his chest. Usually he never called Bo-Katan any names like that. It made Ursa cringe.


“Thank you,” Ursa whispered mostly to herself.


Bo-Katan nodded and left with Sabine to take her to her nursery. Now Ursa was alone with Vizsla. Wonderful.


“She really is a better mother than you,” Vizsla said, laughing. “Your baby seems to prefer her even.”


Stars… How could Vizsla even say it?


“It’s not the same as—” Ursa said, trying to tell Vizsla that just helping out with the baby wasn’t the same as actually being a parent. She didn’t get the chance.


“Oh, don’t tell me that she’s not basically raising your kid right now. I’m not blind. No one else. And Bo-Katan will be an amazing mother,” Vizsla said, looking at Ursa. “She’ll be a lot better than you.” He raised his eyebrows. “She’s already better at you than pretty much everything so why would something like this be any different?”


Ursa could only stare at him. She wanted to make some kind of comment. Usually she was good at standing up to Vizsla. She would do it even when it was stupid. But since Sabine came…


Bo-Katan came back in a few minutes later, and Vizsla went right over to her, smiling at her. He whispered something in her ear and given Bo-Katan’s expression and how her cheeks reddened…


Ursa tried to push away what Vizsla had said. Really his opinion shouldn’t matter to him at all. He was a horrible person. He didn’t know anything about parenting. He couldn’t understand Ursa and Sabine’s relationship.


But yet when Bo-Katan got pregnant and actually had her twin girls so many years later, it would came back to her. She was better than her, even though in many ways it didn’t seem like Bo-Katan would be good at parenting. She was a warrior and could be outspoken and harsh. It didn’t matter. Bo-Katan was great with those little girls and they always looked at her as if the Galaxy revolved around her. She was natural with them and never seemed to have any problem. Despite how her pregnancy had been and the dramatic things that happened during it, it didn’t stop her from being connected to them. She didn’t have the same struggles that Ursa had when it came to her children.


Vizsla had been right. Bo-Katan was the better parent.


And even years later it hurt.


-Present Time-


It seemed even colder than usual when Sabine got to Krownest. In the past, she had been used to the cold. She had loved it. She had good memories of playing with Tristan and their cousins as well as other kids in it. Now if anything the cold made her even more nervous about what was going to happen. Part of her wished that she could contact Ezra and tell him that maybe it was a good idea to wait. That way they could both tell her parents together.


But no, she didn’t want to wait. It was best to get this over with. And maybe she was being pessimistic anyway. Sabine and her mother had always had a complicated relationship, but it was getting better. And surely she would be happy about having a grandchild.


Still her stomach kept twisting as she walked to the Wren Stronghold. It got even worse once she was actually inside. This… This was going to be difficult, but Sabine had done a lot of difficult things. She could handle this and a lot worse than it.


It was just… sometimes there was something about her mother. She knew how to get to Sabine when no one else could. And Sabine knew that since her pregnancy had started that she was a lot more sensitive than she normally was. Hormones.


But she could handle this.


As soon as she found her mother, her stomach sank. She had been hoping that her father would be here. And if not her father then at least Tristan.


But no.


Her mother smiled slightly when she saw her, but that didn’t make Sabine feel any better.


“Hello, Mother,” Sabine said. She almost rested her hand on her stomach out of habit, but she stopped herself because then her mother would have known right away that she was pregnant. Her mother was smart. She thought about hugging her but something stopped her from doing even that.


They didn’t hug that much but still.


“Sabine, I’m glad you’re here,” her mother said. She frowned. “Is something wrong?”


“I… I just have something to tell you,” Sabine said. Maybe she should have said she would tell them the news when Tristan and their dad got back, but now…


“Is everything okay? Are you and Ezra having problems?”


What why would she think that Sabine and Ezra were having problems? They were perfectly happy. Everything was great with Ezra. They were doing better than ever. It was like her mother to ask something like that.


“No, we’re fine,” Sabine said. “He’s wonderful.” And he was.


“Then what’s wrong?”


“Nothing’s wrong.” Sabine forced herself to smile. She could have waited to tell her this, but she wasn’t going to be able to. She would just think over and over again how it could go wrong if she waited. It would be better to just get it out. “I’m pregnant.”


-Years Ago-


At first, Ursa couldn’t believe it when Sabine showed up after everything. She should know not to. She should know that she had to stay away. But here she was, standing out in the cold with snow falling on her dark hair. Tears were in her eyes and a couple rolled down her cheeks, even though Sabine had never been one to cry.


“Mother…” Sabine said.


“Why are you here, Sabine?” Ursa asked, feeling guilty even as she said it. She paused and then pulled her daughter in. Talking to her outside was dangerous. There were people who could see them and that could ruin everything. Ursa was trying her hardest to stay on Gar Saxon’s good side.


If he found out Sabine had been here, it wouldn’t go well.


“I’m… I want to see—”


“You’re not going to see Tristan and your father.” They weren’t even here right now. And even if they had been, there was no way that she would allow it. Ursa would have to handle this, even if it would hurt her. She was strong and well Alrich had a soft spot when it came to their daughter. She used to be his little princess.


Sabine’s lip wobbled, but she didn’t say anything. Ursa wished that she would stop crying. It hurt to see her little girl like this. Despite everything, Sabine was still young. Only fourteen.


“I thought you were a bounty hunter now.” Now that she had left the Imperial Academy and betrayed the Empire, despite that she knew what could happen to her family and their clan if she did that.


”I… That didn’t work out,” Sabine said. She wiped at her eyes. “She… she left me to die.”


She… Sabine’s partner. Ursa felt sick. She had thought that girl would have Sabine’s back and they would protect each other. It had helped Ursa feel better knowing that her daughter had a friend with her.


Now that was over. Sabine was alone.


“I… I need your help,” Sabine said.


This… Ursa had been terrified something like this would happen. She had told herself over and over ago what she would have to say to Sabine if this happened. But now that she was here Ursa didn’t want to say it. She wanted to hug her daughter and tell her that she would keep her safe from the Empire and anyone who might hurt her.


She wanted to do it so much.


But she knew that she couldn’t.


“Sabine, you know I’m not able to help you,” Ursa said.


“I’m your daughter.” Sabine looked up into Ursa’s eyes. Stars, she looked so much like her father. Even more than she used to. “I need your help.”


“I wish I could help you,” Ursa said.


“Then help me!”


Stars! This wasn’t even like Sabine. She had always been so independent and strong. She barely ever had asked for Ursa’s help when she was growing up. When she asked for help it was from Alrich. But Ursa wasn’t letting her see him.


She couldn’t. If Alrich had seen Sabine like this, he would cave to her. There was no way he would turn her away, and if somehow he did, it would hurt him. Ursa had to be the strong one. She was saving Alrich from having to do this.


“I have to protect Tristan and—”


“Tristan!” Sabine shook her head and glared at her. “Obviously you’d want to sacrifice me just to make sure his life wasn’t slightly worse. He’s always been your favorite.”


“I don’t play favorites, Sabine Wren.”


“You don’t play favorites? Really?”


Ursa was about to protest, but Tristan had been as easier to raise. Everything about him was easier. Sabine’s pregnancy had been hard, but Tristan’s had been wonderful. She had felt a strong connection with him instantly. His birth had been easier too and Alrich had been able to be there. Alrich had been there the whole time for raising Tristan. Tristan was an easier child too. He had adored Ursa and been a huge mama’s boy. Yes, he had gotten into mischief but nothing compared to what Sabine got into. Ursa couldn’t even count the number of times her daughter had destroyed something in the name of art. Alrich found it adorable.


Ursa didn’t.


Still Ursa loved both of her children. Yes, she might have had PPD after Sabine, but she had grown connected to her and she adored her. Nothing about that would change. She was her little girl. Her sweet fiery daughter.


But Ursa had to protect Tristan. He was younger and he hadn’t betrayed the Empire, putting their family and whole clan in danger.


“You always loved Tristan more than me,” Sabine said. “You don’t think that I saw it. You think I’m blind? I’ve always noticed it.”


“I’m protecting my family—”


“I’m part of your family!” Sabine said. “But I should have known that you wouldn’t help me. I should have known. I’m so…”


“Telling you to leave is protecting you, Sabine,” Ursa said. “Saxon will know if you’re here and he’ll kill you. I’m protecting you.”


“Protecting me? I’m fourteen. You want me to just be on my own? You want me to…” Sabine swallowed and shook her head. “I want to be with my family. I love you.”


“You’re not a normal fourteen-year-old. You’re Mandalorian, and you’re almost fifteen. Bo-Katan was fifteen when she joined Death Watch and she was fine. Your situation isn’t as bad. You’ll be okay.” Sabine stared at her as if she was insane and somehow Ursa felt even worse. She didn’t know how that was even possible. And she shouldn’t have said that about Bo-Katan. She hadn’t been okay, but Satine would be. She needed to believe it. “You’ll be okay, Sabine. This is best for you. For everyone.”


“Tell yourself that, Mother. Maybe one day you’ll believe it.”


It was as if she had been stabbed, but Ursa did her best not to react to it. She had known that Sabine would be upset if this happened and yet she hadn’t really been prepared for something like this.


But she would stay strong. She had always been strong.


“Don’t come back here, Sabine. Don’t come back to Krownest.”


“Don’t worry. I won’t. There is nothing that could make me come back here,” Sabine said. She wiped at her eyes and then stormed out. For awhile, Ursa couldn’t close the door. She watched her daughter disappear in the distance. Even after she was gone, she couldn’t move at first.


She felt something wet on her cheeks.


Tears.


-Present Day-


There was a long silence. Sabine wanted her mother to say something. Something to end the silence. She tried to prepare herself for negative comments. But she knew that no matter how much she prepared, they would be hard to take.


But then her mother hugged her tightly.


“Oh, Sabine. That’s so wonderful,” her mother said. She pulled away and put her hand on Sabine’s stomach, even though Sabine still wasn’t showing. “You’re going to be such a wonderful mother.”


“Really?” Sabine asked, putting her hand on top of her mother’s. “You think so?”


“I know so, ad’ika. I know so.” And Ursa did. “I’m… I apologize for not… Not always being the best mother.”


Sabine blinked. She couldn’t believe it. Her mother never apologized for anything. Sabine could count the number of times she apologized on one hand. And yet here it was happening.


Sabine didn’t say anything and hugged her mother again. Despite that they had never hugged much, it felt so natural now. Like it should have been happening for so much longer. That they were a close mother and daughter like some had.


And maybe they could have that one day. Maybe this would be the fresh start that Sabine knew that they still needed. Yes, they had been talking, but still there had been something in between them. Tension.


“Do you know what you’re having?” Ursa asked.


“A girl. A little girl.” Sabine pulled away and smiled at her mother.


“That’s wonderful,” her mother said, smiling at her. “So wonderful.”


And Sabine knew that it was.


End Notes
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A collection of Sabezra ficlets based on songs.
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hush, when no one is around, my dear
Chapter Summary


Hush
I know they said the end is near
But I'm still on my tallest tiptoes
Spinning in my highest heels, love
Shining just for you


Chapter Notes


mirrorball by Taylor Swift


I want you to know
I'm a mirrorball
I'll show you every version of yourself tonight
I'll get you out on the floor
Shimmering beautiful
And when I break it's in a million pieces


 


She remembers what feels like a hundred missions over the years, each of them playing countless roles but always finding their way back. Laughing over this ridiculous alias or that one, wiping their brow at too close of a call, wincing when the other yelled at them for putting their life on the line in the name of the Rebellion. She’s seen a hundred versions of Ezra played out over the years, some she likes more than others, some she teased him about mercilessly long after they happened, some that hit a little too close to post-Malachor home, that she would rather leave in distant memory.


She remembers a dance, an Imperial ball, awkward, embarrassing, sure they would blow their cover because they were easily the least graceful couple out there on the floor and clearly not a real couple at all. But it had worked – somehow, it always worked – and they got what they needed, and they lived another day.


Then he left, and everything shattered.


Hush
I know they said the end is near
But I'm still on my tallest tiptoes
Spinning in my highest heels, love
Shining just for you


 


He was sixteen then, his seventeenth birthday two weeks off. She was still eighteen – their birthdays overlapped such that their age difference was almost exactly two years – and even two years later, in his most serious moments, after…after Kanan, after everything, he would come back to this ball and tell her how pretty he thought she was, “in that black dress and those scary shoes.” Sabine would laugh, because she hated that dress, hated those shoes, which were only useful because the heels were, quite literally, weapons.


She hadn’t known, the last time he’d brought it up, how very close the end was. That when he’d told her, when he’d run his thumb over the back of her hand and said, “You were so pretty,” his head down and a small smile on his face, that he’d be gone less than twenty-four hours later.


She hadn’t known that the memory, of that one time he’d taken her hand in his like that, skin to skin, would cause her to run as far as her legs would carry her into the Lothal wilderness until she was sure there was no one else around her for kilometers and kilometers so she could just scream.


I'm still on that tightrope
I'm still trying everything to get you laughing at me
I'm still a believer but I don't know why
I've never been a natural
All I do is try, try, try
I'm still on that trapeze
I'm still trying everything
To keep you looking at me


 


When he laughed, that was her favorite, she reflects as yet again, she and Ahsoka lift off from yet another planet with yet another dead end. At first, Sabine had mostly been the one laughing, at his pathetic efforts at flirting and puffing himself up to impress her. But then, time had gone on, and that had somehow morphed into him going from annoying baby brother, to crewmate, to friend, to best friend, to…someone she could maybe, possibly see herself becoming romantic with. Maybe.


She swallows hard, clutching her elbows as she watches the ground speed away below them.


Maybe she should’ve thought about it more. Maybe then, it wouldn’t be five years later, with no answers, no contact from him, and she wouldn’t be here, imprisoned in her own mind, wondering What if? and consumed by grief and loss in those moments when she didn’t have her mind wholly occupied with something else.


“You okay?” Ahsoka, steering them toward the black infinity of space, asks.


Sabine gulps back tears, shakes her head, and doesn’t answer.


Because I'm a mirrorball
I'm a mirrorball
I'll show you every version of yourself
Tonight


 


It’s the rain she notices first; it’s impossible not to. It’s torrential, pounding, thick drops of relentlessness.


But when she sees him across from her, lit by the hazy moon and swathed in shadows, the rain fades to a dull throbbing in her ears. She walks toward him as he does the same toward her, and lightning could be cracking, but she’s not entirely sure. She’s focused one hundred percent on him, only him, and it’s been six years…


Then he’s before her, and in his face, she sees reflected back all those feelings that are swelling up in her now, threatening to burst forth. There’s a buzz in her she feels she can hardly contain. The last ten years flip through her mind, everything she can remember about him, that she’s gone over day after day, night after night for six long years, and all she wants is to take him in her arms and be sure he’s real and tell him she remembers him.


Ezra smiles, and he reaches out to brush his fingers across her cheek. They’re cold from the rain, but that’s not why she flinches.


“Hello, Sabine.”


Away from the Sun, Pt. I
Chapter Summary


Ezra struggles to deal with the aftermath of Malachor.


Part I of II


Chapter Notes


June 22, 2021: After a bunch of weird shit with “Undercover,” which I am no longer updating, I have decided to move away from fluffy, sexy (flexy?) pieces into darker, less ship-heavy work (though it will still be shippy, of course). This means I have no plans to update works like “From Here on Out” from my “Just This Night” trilogy, because that revolved heavily around them exploring a sexual relationship, and if I am going to keep writing for this ship -- which I initially decided in early June that I was not going to -- I need to explore other avenues. I love fic, and this ship, too much to abandon it completely; I just need to do different things that are just...not going to trigger past trauma for me. Also, I have been focusing almost exclusively on fic since May 2017, when I got into Rogue One, and pushing aside my original work. I have always wanted to be a published author and make my living that way, and I have devoted almost zero time to it. Adult life has gotten in the way of that more and more as time has gone on, and I need to start focusing on me and my dreams. So I need to start diverging in fic and not writing the same themes in fic as I'm writing in original work.


Also, writing this particular fic was cathartic af, which I didn't expect.


Anyway, made a gifset for this song here.


That gifset has nothing to do with this story, though. Please note that with this fic, just because I am writing this does not necessarily mean I headcanon this. I am just going off some interesting thoughts a commenter and fellow writer had on “Undercover” – thanks, BigFoot175!


Get ready to be destroyed by some intense angst. You’ve been warned. And if it's not your jam/you don't like it, cool, cool...no need to comment and tell me you hate it. 🙃🤘


Thanks to aluckydenvermint for the help with the quick mission!


 


CW: drug use/past drug use, depression, suicidality, anger/rage, self-hate, cursing, quick PG hookup with an OC


See the end of the chapter for more notes
I'm over this
I'm tired of living in the dark
Can anyone see me down here?
The feeling's gone
There's nothing left to lift me up
Back into the world I know


'Cause now again I've found myself
So far down
Away from the sun that shines into
The darkest place
I'm so far down
Away from the sun


That shines to light the way for me
To find my way
Back into the arms
That care about the ones like me
I'm so far down
Away from the sun again


~“Away from the Sun,” 3 Doors Down


 


Ezra doesn’t sleep much these days, because when he does, his dreams are mostly the same: blinding red lightsaber blades, The Voice, screaming, other voices yelling insults and criticisms and shame at him. Waking up gasping, covered in a cold sweat, his chest heaving. Zeb feeling sorry for him and trying to comfort him, and Ezra just snapping at him.


Zeb refuses to leave him alone. To give up on him.


Not like Kanan has.


Where is he anyway? Ezra hasn’t seen him all morning. He’s practicing lightsaber forms after an intense three-hour workout in Atollon’s pathetic excuse for a gym, stripped down to his sweat-soaked undershirt while the sun blazes overhead, and he’s coated with a layer of dust. Forms aren’t his favorite, but, well…this isn’t exactly an approved form he’s practicing here. It’s a banned one.


Form VII. Juyo. Ever heard of it?


No. Kanan’s never even mentioned it.


Ha ha ha. Of course he hasn’t. Of course. Watch and learn, and try it sometime. All that anger in you, strong one…you might find this form suits you far better than the others.


The Ferocity Form.


“Hey. You going to come inside for lunch or stay out here all day?”


Even Sabine’s made herself scarce these past few months. Even she doesn’t want to be around him anymore.


No one does.


“Busy,” Ezra replies curtly.


“Suit yourself,” she replies. Ezra finishes the form and takes a breath, ready to go again, until he perfects it. But something catches in Sabine’s Force sense – there’s something else she’s not saying.


He shuts down his lightsaber and looks over at her retreating back. “Something else you needed?” he asks.


Sabine shakes her head, still walking away. “Was going to tell you there’s a dust storm coming,” she calls over her shoulder, “but it would serve you right to get buried in it. Have a nice day, Ezra.”


Furious at her response, he grits his teeth and hurls the lightsaber pommel at the ground.


“Dammit,” he mutters, kicking at the dirt with his boot. He’s messed up again. Dust clouds up as Ezra berates himself. Sabine was only trying to be nice, and he couldn’t be decent to her for two seconds. Shoving his hands in the pockets of his trousers, he stares down at the weapon on the ground – and curses again. It had hit a rock when he’d thrown it, leaving a giant scrape on the otherwise perfectly polished handle. Crouching down, he picks it up to inspect it, wondering if he can buff it out. He had worked hard on the new lightsaber, even harder than he’d worked on the first one. He’d had to rebuild it, after all, after –


After Malachor.


After Vader.


The memories come flooding back. The trauma. Ezra begins to shake, and he presses his fingers to his eyes. He hasn’t eaten all morning, nor had any water. He’s got a pounding headache.


Blinking against the glare of the sun, he sees the dust storm swirling in the distance. He really should get back inside.


---


Preferring to avoid as many people as possible, Ezra chooses to shower on the Ghost instead of on base. He eats a ration bar there, too, even though he knows Sabine was asking him to eat in the mess with everyone else. As he chews the stale bar in his unmade bunk, dressed in clean clothes and ignoring his aching muscles, he flips through a magazine on his reader and thinks about the breakfast conversation this morning. Sabine had read a think-piece on the ethics of museum artifacts and brought it up at the table, inviting a lively discussion, mostly from Hera and Kanan. Zeb interjected a few thoughts before shaking his head and rolling his eyes, and Chopper butted in occasionally with provocative remarks meant to make Sabine angry.


Ezra tried to contribute. But everything he said, they refuted. None of his points landed. No one agreed with him. After only a few minutes, he got up from the table and left without a word. Sure, he wasn’t reading think-pieces on ethics, but that didn’t mean he wasn’t smart. Just because he didn’t have some fancy education didn’t mean he was an idiot.


With a sigh, Ezra tips his head back against the wall and stares up at the ceiling. Memories of his education, before he’d dropped out of school at age seven, drift across his mind before dissipating. He feels restless, melancholy. Caught in this weird space between wishing he could go back to his time on the streets of Lothal, when things were easier, and now, when things are fucking miserable. He remembers the early days of his time with the Ghost, when he didn’t have to worry as much about things, when he was a lovesick loth-cat over Sabine, flirting shamelessly with her and not caring about the vast divide between them.


If she only knew even a hint of the darkness within me, he thought. Just a tiny bit of my past, not just stupid, dopey Ezra…she wouldn’t even come near me.


Because the truth is…he’s done things he isn’t proud of. Things to get by, sure, things the crew knows and doesn’t hold against him, because they all have a checkered past. Things he talks about openly, but there are other things, too, things he tells no one. He doesn’t trust anyone enough to share those awful parts of himself with them. How can anyone love him if they know those things?


The familiar itch starts up at the back of his neck. That urge.


Shit.


He hasn’t felt that whisper in years, not since he’d joined the Ghost crew and sworn to himself that he’d be a better person. A different person. That he’d do right by his parents and not sink back to the low levels and paths he’d trod while on the streets.


The itch isn’t going away, and he doesn’t have anyone to talk to about this. He didn’t used to need someone to talk to.


Ezra crosses his arms on his knees and leans his forehead on his wrists. Fuck.


There’s a knock on his door. “Yeah,” he mumbles without looking up.


The door swishes open. It’s Sabine. “Hey,” she says softly. “Just…wanted to check in on you.”


Ezra’s ears burn. He’s feeling vulnerable and irritable from memories. He wants to be alone to work out his problems.


“I’m okay, Sabine,” he retorts. “Don’t need a mommy, thanks. Mine’s dead. I’m good.”


Through the Force, he senses how the words slap her, and she recoils.


“Stars,” she murmurs. “You’re really having a bad day, aren’t you?”


“Maybe you should write a paper about me. Then you can show it to all your educated friends and throw your big words around and have a laugh.”


Now anger ripples off her. “What’s your deal? You got a complex or something?”


“You all think I’m stupid!” he bursts out, jumping down off the bed and stalking past her. But before he can get far, Sabine grabs his upper arm in a vise grip and jerks him around to face her.


“No,” she growls, stepping up to him, “we don’t.”


They just stand there then, chests heaving angrily against one another, and he wonders what, exactly, she is so angry about.


“Get your hands off me,” he says, low and commanding.


“Make me,” she replies, and he’s not entirely sure he wants to tangle with her when she’s like this. She is a force to be reckoned with, and he has royally pissed her off.


Ezra doesn’t do anything, staring into her hard eyes as he grits his teeth, wondering what her next move will be. He sure as hell can’t figure out his right now.


Sabine’s grip tightens on his arm, fingers clenching. “Two years,” she grits out, pushing him back against the doorframe with her strong forearm across his chest, “you bothered me and chased after me, practically begging for my hands on you, and now you get it, and what? Can’t handle it, Bridger?”


At that, Ezra sees red and breaks her grip using Jedi strength. “Wrong,” he hisses, fists curling. “I think you can’t handle me. None of you can. You all think you know so much, well…I’m the one winning battles and…learning more and more…”


He’s practically sputtering in rage here, hardly able to articulate what he is trying to say.


“Sabine? Ezra? Are you two down there?”


Hera’s voice, from the cockpit. It slices through him, breaking the tension only a little bit.


“Yeah, we’re here,” Sabine calls back. She doesn’t look away from him.


“Need you guys.”


“Be right there.”


Sabine gives Ezra a final, withering look, shoves him in both shoulders, and leaves without another word. The itch starts up again as he rubs his arm where she’d gripped it so tightly, probably leaving a bruise, and he is more desperate than ever to get back to Lothal – and not for the right reasons whatsoever.


Chapter End Notes


To be continued…


Away from the Sun, Pt. II
Chapter Summary


Ezra is finally able to get away to Lothal -- but he's not alone.


Part II of II


Chapter Notes


6/24/21: All right, here's the major angst/drug/conflict stuff. And this is a very long chapter, as far as my chapters go! Enjoy! :)


See the end of the chapter for more notes
The opportunity comes a week later, when he’s able to talk Hera into letting him take the Phantom on a solo supply run near Lothal. His homeplanet is only an hour out of the way, and he tells Hera that going alone will be good for him to have some time to himself.


He hates the way hope shines on her face, because he knows he’s been letting everyone down. Hurting everyone.


The only thing that matters is yourself. Crush those feelings. They mean nothing.


So he grits his teeth, reminds himself that The Voice has helped him get this far, and loads up on the shuttle. He makes quick work of the supply run, then programs the coordinates for Lothal. Chopper squawks in protest as Ezra pulls the hyperspace lever.


“Relax, Chop,” Ezra says. “I know what I’m doing. We’ll just take a quick peek and report back to the Rebellion. It’s what they’d want us to do.”


Chopper does not sound convinced.


---


It’s even worse when they land. Ezra tells the droid to wait with the ship, but Chopper is threatening mutiny.


I know you’re up to something.


“I am not,” Ezra says with a smile that feels forced and fake, even to him. Do mind tricks work on droids? Probably not. “Come on. Just guard the ship for me. I’ll be back soon. And if you comm Hera, I’ll know about it.” He gives the droid a stern look and sets off.


Ezra’s first stop is his old communications tower. He changes clothes and digs up a stash of credits he’d had hidden away under one of his stormtrooper helmets. An alarm starts to go off at the back of his mind; he remembers that he hates this.


He quickly counts the credits. Ten, twenty, thirty, forty, fifty…should be enough. And if not, he swiped a few things from the Ghost that should do nicely for trade, if his contact is so inclined. Tucking the money away in his beat-up old jacket that is way too tight on him now, he hoists his pack on his shoulders and makes his way back down.


---


This part of Capital City is definitely not what’s been splashed on the news. It’s dank, decrepit, run-down, boarded-up. The streets are cracked, potholes are filled with fetid rainwater mixed with garbage, and the homeless are dotted among the buildings, huddled around trash bin fires to stay warm in the chilly night. Ezra is struck by them now, his decision to come here feeling like not so much of a good one now that he’s back in the Backwards Way again – the drug, red light, and black market district of Capital City.


There’s a couple stormtroopers around as well, but their weapons are holstered and Ezra senses zero danger from them. They’re here to buy services and be serviced, not do harm. He hears mechanical moaning from a side street and looks before he can think better of it and stop himself – and catches an eyeful. Embarrassed, he quickly turns away, his face flaming.


“Eyes on your own business, kid,” the girl snaps. She’s barely older than he is, and he has a feeling he knows her. “Or pay and get in line.”


“S-sorry,” Ezra stammers, shielding his face with the hood of his jacket. He remembers back to his first time in the Backwards Way, the first time he’d seen a scene like that. A girl on her knees behind a bar, and an off-duty stormtrooper. He’d been ten, and it had been a rude awakening to humanity. Another tiny piece of his childhood and innocence violently ripped away. He’d had no one to explain it to him, no one to make sense of it. Instead he’d just stuffed it down deep inside, where he put everything else, and slammed a lid on it and hoped it never escaped. The next time he came here to fence something, he’d seen a guy get knifed.


How is it possible, with all the things Ezra has seen in the past two years, something like this can still shake him up? He used to not bat an eye at the goings-on in the Backwards Way; it used to be so everyday to him. What has happened to him?


Shaking his head, his heart hammering, Ezra turns the corner and is relieved to see Jay is still in his same old spot. The building looks the exact same, with the small, beat-up door and three pink squares that have to be knocked on in specific succession to get in. Ezra feels a flash of shame at how easily the code comes back to his hand. Since the last time he knocked on this door, he has fought a Grand Inquisitor, faced off against Darth Vader himself, saved lives, taken lives, had a fucking lightsaber thrown at his face, battled TIE fighters, learned he could wield the Force, been captured by the Empire, personally fought with the Rebel Alliance, and…


A small section of door head-high slides to the side. “Yeah?” asks a bored male voice from the other side.


“I’m here for Jay.”


“Jay know you?”


“Sure does.”


“Name?”


“Jabba the Hutt.”


The section shuts, and it’s quiet a moment. Then the door opens into darkness, and Ezra walks in. It’s smoky in here, dim, and some weird music he doesn’t remember hearing before is playing quietly. But it smells the same, and he smiles as he takes a left and turns into Jay’s living room.


“Ezra!” Jay exclaims, throwing up his arms when he sees him. Jay is sitting in the same old overstuffed red armchair, like a king presiding over his subjects. A few people are milling about. “My man! And what a man you are! So good to see you. Been so long! I thought you’d forgotten about me.”


The skinny Jay gets up from his seat and comes over to hug Ezra, who feels put off by the gesture – is a person really supposed to hug their drug dealer? Jay is smoking a huge cigar, laced with something heady. He’s older than Ezra by a few years, but he’s barely aged.


“My, you’ve changed,” Jay says. “Catch me up.”


Catch him up. Right.


Ezra reaches up to rub the back of his head. “Sorry, not much time. Gotta get back.”


Jay’s eyebrows hike up. “Oh? Got someone interesting to go back to? You’re gonna let poor Macy down.” He indicates one of the two girls in the room, a tall, waif-like brunette with long, straight hair.


“Hey, Macy,” Ezra says awkwardly. They’d both had crushes on each other, years ago. She’s grown up, same as he has, and she’s very pretty. “Wish I had the time.”


“Stay,” she implores him, taking his hand in both of hers. The shock of the skin to skin touch, something he’s gone without for a good four months, overwhelms his system. It’s tempting to give in. Hell, he’d even do with a hug if it meant some human fucking contact.


“I can’t,” he replies, finding he feels genuine regret. He knows these people, knows them, they’re his past, and even if it wasn’t a great one, he’s still spent years with them. They’ve helped him get through hard times, helped him survive.


That’s what my new family helped me remember.


Jay chuckles. “How can you break her heart again?” he asks. “She was devasted when you left.”


“Ha,” Ezra says. “Not sure I’m really the heart-breaking type, Jay.”


I’m not really the type people want.


“Jay has some new product,” Macy murmurs, moving her hand up Ezra’s forearm in a slow slide. It’s warm in Jay’s house, and the smoke from his cigar is already affecting Ezra’s mind. Plus with him being tapped into the Force, everything is just…heightened. “You want?”


“Yeah, um…” His lips are suddenly dry, and he licks them. Glancing down at Macy, he sees her eyes caught the motion. Nothing had ever happened between them – they were too young – but it could have, he thinks. The regret grows stronger. “I’m actually just here for glitterstim.”


“Oh – this way.” Sliding her hand into his, she pulls him along to the room across the way and shuts the door. It’s smaller, cozier, quieter. No one else is in here. The others are milling about in the kitchen and living room. Macy bends over a stack of drawers, then gets to her knees, tucking her thick hair behind her ears. “How much you want?”


“Same rate?”


“Yeah, but if you want the ryll, too, he might lower the glitterstim by fifteen percent.”


“I’m good.”


“It’s good stuff. You really should try it. You’ll love it.”


“Just the glitterstim. Don’t push.”


She raises her hands innocently, then pulls out the middle drawer and drums her fingers on the edge. “Two and a half? Or you got enough for three?”


“You know I never have enough for three.”


“True.” Macy withdraws the product with her slim hand, closes the drawer, stands, and turns to him with a smile. “But…I sense you’re holding out on me, Ez.”


Ezra arches a brow. “Oh? You on glitterstim right now? Telepathic?”


Leaning forward and pressing the vials into his hands, Macy brushes her lips against his and says, “Isn’t that what everyone wants? To read minds?”


Ezra’s breath catches at her nearness, and his mind flashes to Sabine. He’s tempted, sorely tempted, and his fingers clench around the vials.


Just take what you came for and get out of here.


“Everyone wants to be a Jedi, huh?” Ezra quips.


Macy ignores it, though. “I’ve missed you,” she whispers, her breath warm and soft. “After you abandoned us.”


Anger flashes bright and sharp in Ezra’s mind. “I abandon no one. People abandon me.”


“But you’ve been gone so long.”


“You seem to be doing okay without me. Helping Jay run his business, right?”


“I’ll dump him for you.”


Ezra closes his eyes, his cheeks burning and his blood too hot. “Macy…I’m flattered…if you only knew how much I want to…but I really, really can’t…you really don’t understand…”


He can’t form words. The smoke is in his brain, making him dazed and lethargic. The relaxation is deep and powerful, and he can’t think straight. Before he knows it, she’s pressing her lips against his, and her kiss erases every worry and all the anger and depression in his mind. Malachor doesn’t exist, Kanan’s blindness never happened, Ahsoka isn’t dead. None of these things even exist at all!


“You’ve got more in your pack,” Macy whispers. “Buy as much as you can. There’s no need to hold back. I bet you have really good stuff now, after you’ve been gone so long. I’ll even give you a free half-vial on the house.”


He’s considering her offer, yet he’s strangely reticent to part with the supplies from the Ghost. Macy palms a black vial from her dress pocket, pulls out the stopper, and holds it up to the sliver of moonlight shining in through the window. The glitterstim sparks and activates, and she tucks it into her mouth. Then she’s pulling Ezra to her, kissing him again and pushing the strands into his mouth with her tongue, and he’s swallowing it. As it disperses through his system, his mind is filled with memories of fights, of the disparity of this moment he’s in right now versus what his life has been the past couple years.


The wave of pleasure rocks over Ezra, a sense of intense euphoria and calm, something he hasn’t felt in a very long time. He sighs into Macy’s mouth, and she sighs back appreciatively as the effects hit him.


“Good?” she whispers.


“Yeah,” he replies. “I needed that.”


Her arm tightens around his neck. “You’ve been stressed.”


“Very.”


“And working out.”


Ezra chuckles. “Yeah, kind of.”


“I’ve got a room here. Want to take a break?”


The telepathic abilities of the drug are at full strength now, but Ezra is having trouble separating the drug-induced effects from the Force – although her words are pretty clear.


And he’s never been more tempted in his life.


“Won’t Jay…?”


“He’s always liked you.”


Then she’s kissing him again, and she breathes, “Stay with me,” and he seriously, seriously considers it. Just shirking his duties and forgetting about the Rebellion. He could go back to his old life – there was so much about it he was good at. Thieving, lying, running cons, getting good prices on the black market. And he would even have a girl who cared about him. No more chasing after Sabine and getting rejected at every turn. He’s half-tempted to turn his lightsaber over right now, sell it for food and supplies and everything he’d need to make a home here on Lothal again. It would get a hell of a price.


“Come on,” Macy urges against his lips, tugging at his hand. “Come with me.”


It’s so tempting, thinking about the blinding, white-hot pleasure he’d find between her thighs, as she stands there pressed against him, warm and solid. But his mind flashes first to Hera and Kanan and how disappointed they’d be in him for all of this, then settles on Sabine, and how hers is the only face he’s ever wanted to see below him on the pillow.


Someone clears their throat behind Ezra. Fuck, really? he thinks, and he turns to tell the person to buzz off –


And comes face to face with Sabine Wren.


---


“Sabine. Listen. I can explain.”


He’s trailing after her through the Backwards Way like a chastised child – or a busted lover. He’s been humiliated in front of his old friends after being practically dragged out of his old drug den by a thoroughly pissed-off Mandalorian girl.


“If you had to get home to your girlfriend, Ezra, you should’ve just told us,” Macy had said with an eyeroll, dropping down on a footstool and crossing her arms and legs. She didn’t look angry, just disappointed.


“More like he has to get home to our parents,” Sabine had replied acidly, further rubbing salt in the wound. Macy frowned.


“Parents? I thought yours were dead.”


“Adoptive parents.”


The humiliation was extreme in nature. Ezra had never been more angry at Sabine. However, he also has to deal with the real possibility that she might rat him out to Hera and Kanan. An angry Sabine is not something to be trifled with, and so he takes to kowtowing.


Finally, when they are on the outskirts of the city, Sabine deigns to speak to him again, rounding abruptly on him. Fury lights her face.


“So…drugs?” she says. Ezra looks down in shame. He nods. “This a new thing, or…?” He shakes his head. “You were a junkie.” Another nod. Sabine sighs, full of disappointment. “I guess I shouldn’t be surprised. You were on the street. I just…didn’t expect it. You were just so…innocent.”


Ezra’s head comes up, and now he’s angry. Glaring, he snaps, “Hey. I was no wide-eyed summer child. I saw things and did things you guys don’t even know and don’t even want to know. I deceived people, lied, stole, all sorts of shit that solidly checks the dark side box, all to get by and survive. Things you never had to do. I had to stoop to low levels and sell parts of my humanity just so I could live, Sabine, after I was abandoned, remember? Or did you forget? And look at me now, a fucking light side Jedi. So maybe back the fuck off a bit. ”


“Yeah, you’re doing real great,” she says. “Hooking up with some strung-out glit-biter who was two seconds away from dragging you back to her room and tearing your pants off so she could bang you and then just discard you like the trash she thinks you are.”


Stung, Ezra’s mouth drops open, and he draws back. “Macy’s not like that.”


“No?” Sabine arches a brow. “Then why’s she hooking up with you when she’s got a boyfriend?”


“I don’t know. Drug culture?”


Sabine rolls her eyes. “Right.”


Lighting up again, Ezra says, “Oh, because you know so much about it? You and your education and whatever else is in your past that I don’t know about? Like you care if someone uses me and discards me. What does it matter to you? That’s what people have always done. She’s the same as everyone else. Furthermore, so are you.”


His words are a slap in the face, and she’s stunned silent for a few moments while they stare at each other.


“Ezra,” Sabine finally says, quietly, her eyes glistening. “I don’t think you’re trash. I would never discard you. I value you. You…you’re…everything to me.”


But he’s angry and doesn’t care. She’s humiliated him and ruined his buy and his high. He was craving a hit and he went out of his way to get it, but by Force, she just had to fucking ruin it. “Psht. How’d you even get here anyway?”


“I stowed aboard the Phantom. You were acting suspicious and I didn’t trust you. Because I know you.” Sabine pauses, then adds softly, as if still trying to convince him, “You’re my best friend.”


“That was smart,” Ezra says, starting to walk back toward the shuttle. “Not trusting me. No one should. After all, I’m the reason Ahsoka is dead. The reason Kanan is blind. Because I trusted Maul and got everyone hurt.”


Sabine lays her hand on his arm. “Ezra, stop – ”


“Don’t touch me!” he roars, and she quickly withdraws again.


When she says, “You’re scaring me,” his heart cracks, and he covers his face. Her words sober him up, and his high drains away. Suddenly, he can’t walk anymore, and his legs give out from under him. He collapses to the ground.


“Sabine, I can’t do this anymore,” he says from behind his hands. “I just want to die.”


She get to her knees next to him, and he senses her hesitate. “I was about to put my hand on your back. Is that okay?” He nods, and she does it. “What’s going on? Tell me. If you want to,” she adds.


“Kanan’s gone. He won’t talk to me. I already lost my parents, and it’s like he’s gone too. I’m so angry all the time. I’m really depressed. I feel like I killed Ahsoka. It’s all my fault everything on Malachor happened. I just want to feel like myself again. That’s why I came here. I used sometimes when I was on the streets, just to get out of my head and get some fucking peace, to escape how I felt. But I got clean a few months before I met you guys, and I stayed that way. I’m so confused right now. I don’t know what the right path is, not without Kanan to guide me. I just…” He swallows, then forges on. “I want to be worthy of someone like you, someone who’s smart and beautiful and educated.” When the tears come, he doesn’t stop them. “But I’m not,” he continues in a broken voice. “I’m just a petty thief and two-bit spice junkie from the streets with a cut-up face who’s faking at being a hero, with no education and no future. Not without Kanan to help me. I’ve been abandoned again, and that’s how it’s always going to be.”


“Oh, Ezra.” Sabine wraps her arm around him and leans her head to his. “You are worthy. You’re good and kind and smart and funny and charming… And a Jedi. You’re so many wonderful things. You just can’t see it right now because you’re depressed. But you will again. You’ve always been so cocky and full of yourself. I think you’ll get back there again. You’re just in a dark place. I’ve been there, too.”


Ezra bows his head further down. “Then why can’t you see it? Why can’t you see me?”


Sabine stiffens; he’s never confronted her like this before about his feelings for her. “Ezra…”


“What? Tell me. If you think I’m so worthy. If I’m some rare gem in the universe, being a Jedi and all, why don’t you think that’s so great? Kanan says I’m one of the most powerful Force-users he’s ever seen. Why doesn’t that matter to you?”


Sabine leans away from him now, and he immediately misses her warmth. Her sense ripples and shifts to unease, churning over itself. He looks at her, and she’s frowning. “I don’t know, because it’s not a turn-on to me? You’re kind of being an asshole right now.”


“But…but look at me,” he implores. “You said I’m kind and smart…and I’m good with animals…girls like animals, right? And power? I can literally move mountains!”


Sabine closes her eyes and rubs her brow. “Ezra, stop. First of all, you cannot. Second, my feelings are none of your business. I can’t just fall in love with someone because I want to or not. And I’m not just going to randomly fall in love with you.”


“That’s a shitty thing to say.”


“Well, you’re being a shitty person. You’ve changed, and not for the better. I miss the old Ezra.”


Defeated, he turns away from her again. “He was an idiot,” he mumbles.


Sabine stands. “What’s in the pack?”


“Nothing,” he lies. “Just some gear.”


“Some gear for a quick trip into the city.”


“Yeah.”


“You’re lying.” She steps over to him and pulls it off his back. He doesn’t resist. He waits for her to open it up, go through it, and – “What is one of my good thermal detonators doing in here? And – osik – a military-grade blaster cartridge, plus slicing keys Intelligence gave us… Ezra Bridger, I could kill you right now!”


Ezra turns in time to see her hurl the pack at his stomach. He catches it and the air whooshes out of him. Sabine is furious once again, and with every right.


“You stole from us?” she rails. “You stole from your family to score? And get laid by some floozy?”


He holds his hands up, genuinely scared by her anger. “Look, Macy wasn’t part of the deal – ”


“I don’t care whether your friend was part of the deal!” she yells. “How far gone are you? Do I even know you anymore?” she adds as her own tears slip down her face. Something deep inside Ezra breaks then, knowing he’s hurt her so horribly, and his mouth works, trying to form words, trying to fix it and make it better. But he can’t.


Sabine swipes angrily at her nose. “I care about you,” she says in a shaky voice. “Too much. More than I should. More than you deserve right now. But I don’t know how much longer I can watch you walk this path. I don’t know how to make things right with you. I’d do anything to fix you.”


Love me back, he thinks, and it’s a crazy thought, and he knows it. There’s no chance in hell for them.


“Sabine,” he whispers, only then realizing his hands are still held up in placation. He’s on his knees before her, desperately wanting her approval. For her to tell him he’s still good. “I wouldn’t have…with Macy…I never…I was tempted…I wanted to…but I…I was thinking of…of you.”


Sabine palms the tears in her eyes. “I don’t care who you were thinking about, Ezra. You could fuck half the galaxy for all I care.” The rejection hits his heart hard. He’s laid it out there for her, told her she has his heart and he would never stray from her, and she’s thrown it right back at him and stomped all over it. “As long as you were happy. I just don’t want to see you destroy yourself.”


“But I wouldn’t be happy doing that,” he says before realizing she doesn’t mean it literally. “I want…”


The images rise up before he can stop them. A vision he’s had a couple times since he became attuned to the Force. A family. A house. Happiness. Peace.


“Don’t you see…?” he says when the images whisper away, a child’s giggles fading into the background of his mind.


She turns her face to her shoulder, wiping her nose on her pauldron. Then she gets down on her knees in front of him, close. He pictures her taking his face in her hands, pulling him in, and kissing him. Force, what he wouldn’t do for one kiss of hers. Her lips are plump and shiny with a layer of pinkish-berry gloss on them. Ezra has imagined those lips pressed against his so many times, he can almost feel it. Almost taste her. He imagines her beautiful, tempting, full lips on his face, his neck, wrapped around his fingers. She could have anything of his she wanted in return. There is so much he could give her, if she would just let him. He would give her everything. All of him, every day, every second of the day. He would love her, worship her, protect her.


But she doesn’t kiss him. Not that he really expected her to. Instead, she wraps her arms around him, protecting him, and hugs him. When they break apart, Sabine sighs. “Let’s get back to the ship. Hera is going to be wondering why we were gone so long.”


They get up and trudge back, and they don’t speak for the entire journey. Chopper is irate, but also doesn’t say anything. Sabine keeps Ezra’s secret, but she barely speaks to him for days. Which, honestly, suits him just fine. The only person he really wants to be speaking to is The Voice. She is the only one who understands him. The only one who can guide him. If anything, the trip to Lothal firmed that up in his mind.


Tell me everything, he commands the holocron. All your secrets. I want the knowledge to protect my friends, even if they make me angry.


I can give you everything, my boy. You are so strong with the Force. Keep listening to me, and I will make you more powerful than you could possibly imagine.


And so he listens.


Chapter End Notes


I’d also like to write pieces in this ’verse to One Direction’s “I Wish” and “More Than This” – both sad, angsty songs in the same vein.


Please drop by the archive and comment to let the author know if you enjoyed their work!


























Bonds and Family
Posted originally on the Archive of Our Own at http://archiveofourown.org/works/22546315.


Rating:
General Audiences
Archive Warning:
No Archive Warnings Apply
Fandom:
Star Wars Rebels
Relationship:
Kanan Jarrus/Hera Syndulla , Ezra Bridger & Kanan Jarrus , Ezra Bridger/Sabine Wren
Character:
Kanan Jarrus , Sabine Wren , Garazeb "Zeb" Orrelios , Ezra Bridger , Hera Syndulla , Jacen Syndulla , C1-10P | Chopper
Additional Tags:
Star Wars rebels - Freeform
Language:
English
Stats:
Published: 2020-02-07 Updated: 2021-05-23 Words: 4,890 Chapters: 5/?
Bonds and Family
by Mattstuff
Summary


Just stories I come up with for Star Wars Rebels. It'll be mostly Kanan and Ezra and their father and son relationship. Although there will be stories about the other specters too. It's my first story in AO3 so, please be supportive.


In the dead of night
Ezra turned and shifted in his bed not being able to get used to the comfortness of the warmth. His roommate's snores and funny smell seemed like such a small price to pay for this room. He might had put on a little scene about sharing a room with Zeb but, truth be told he would even accept to sleep on the couch if he had to. He just couldn't wrap his head around what happened today. Those people he just met gave him a roof over his head, food and a warm bed and all that without asking much in return.


He still couldn't believe it. A part of him was telling him that it was too good to be true. That sooner or later they would ask some sort of payment. Something in return. And he had nothing to give even if he wanted to. Or worst, he feared that they would throw him out, dump him off to another planet. Lothal was his home and he didn't mind being left here but, they didn't seem like people who stayed in one place for a long time. The last thing he needed was to be left alone in a place he had never been to before.


He tried not to think about it, instead he thought about the other thing keeping him away tonight. The Jedi. He had heard the rumors but...he never actually thought...and in Lothal from all places! And he, was he really what the Jedi said he was? Could he really...use the force thing. After returning the light saber they made the arrangements of where he would sleep, they had dinner and carried on like nothing happened. No one mentioned it, no one talked about it. What was he supposed to make out of it?


Everytime he was looking at the mirror he saw the bruises and the scars. Under those he saw the dried blood on his skin and his bones poking out. And under all those, under the pain and hunger and suffering, he saw the little boy crying for his parents. Nothing in the whole. Just another orphan on the streets but now, he had a chance to change things. Being a Jedi was his chance to be someone. He wouldn't be weak anymore. He wouldn't be ignored. For the first time in his life he would have the power to decide, to make a difference. He would not be powerless, ever again. He couldn't afford to loose this chance. He-


A hissing sound echoed through the ship. Someone opened their door. Footsteps were making their way to his room and stopped right outside the door. He didn't hear the code being dialed but the door opened, more quietly than it should. He turned towards the door to see Kanan standing just outside the room. He motioned for him to follow him. Ezra was at a loss. Was he in trouble? He blood ran cold and his body felt numb as he slowly and quietly climbed off the bed. He followed Kanan in silence practicaly hearing his heart bagging on his chest. Did he do something wrong? What was going on? Did Kanan decide he didn't work the time? Ezra, having memorized the ship realized they were heading for the ramp, his heart felt heavier with each step. When they finally reached the ramp Kanan stopped and so did Ezra


'Okay, that's it. You knew he wasn't happy with you staying here. He probably just doesn't want another mouth to feed. You knew this was a possibility. Just be calm and-


"It's beautiful, isn't it?"


Ezra was at a loss of words. What? What was he talking about?


"I grew up on Coruscant, not many fields and definitely not so many stars. The city lights were always hiding them. And after... I just never really gave any attention to those things. Traveling from one system to the other, finding odd jobs here and there. I never really took any time to stop and appreciate it. It's different now"


Ezra didn't understand what was happening. Was he going to kick him out or not? What was he trying to do? Kanan looked at Ezra for a long time. He seemed so confused, so desperate to understand the meaning behind his words.


"I'm sorry of I'm not making any sense" he continued "I didn't mean to scare you. I guess I just wanted to make sure you were okay. You went through a lot today because of us. And bringing you out here in the middle of the night is kind of my way to say: Welcome aboard kid" Kanan placed a hand on his shoulder giving it a little squeeze.


Ezra was looking at the field now. They weren't abandoning him. He was safe. They were not like the other people he had met on the streets of Lothal. Kanan was not like the people he knew. He almost seemed...like he cared. Ezra shook that though away. It's only been a day and he knew nothing about this guy, or about any of them. For all he knew they would leave him behind, like everyone else. Like any other person who tried to 'help' him. He knew better than letting his guard down so easily. But, something was different, something was changing. Slowly but steadily he could feel every muscle on his body calm. Something warm wrapped around his body and his brain as his breathing deepened. He looked at Kanan kind of terrified only to see him with eyes closed and his arm slightly stretched. He quickly realized that Kanan was causing whatever was happening to him.


"S-stop!" Ezra pleaded sounding way more scared than he wanted to let on. Kanan must have realized how terrified he was because he stopped.


"Sorry...I...Look, the reason I brought you here was....I sensed you were awake and *sigh* look I just wanted to make sure you were okay. Believe it or not I know how it feels like. Being alone, not trusting anyone for such a long time and then...you suddenly have to trust your life in the hands of people you don't know. I understand it might be hard for you. I just want you to know that I'm here if you ever feel that it's becoming too much. If you feel uneasy or trapped. If you want to talk. Whatever the case might be, I'll be there." Kanan looked at Ezra hoping for some reaction. Ezra had his back turned on him and he was tightly hugging him self. Kanan sighed once more. He really freaked him out. Seems like the night excursion did more damage than good.


"I-I'll leave you alone. Goodnight kid" Kanan said and started walking back to his room.


"You were right" Ezra said stopping Kanan on his trucks. Kanan turned around and looked at him.


"About what?"


Ezra turned to him and smiled.


"It's really nice out here"


Kanan chuckled and walked up to him so he could stand beside him.


"Yeah, I guess it really is"


Broken
Chapter Summary


It's mostly about how Ezra dealt with Kanan's passing.


"Sabine go!"


Ezra managed to yell before something snapped inside him. His grip on Hera tightened and he closed his eyes. He felt like a part of him was being ripped out. It took him a few moments to realize that it was the bond. His bond with Kanan. It was just...gone.


Hera's cries quieted down and he could hear nothing but a loud ringing on his ears. He was gone. Really gone. The fire swallowed him. He knew it. But, he didn't really realize it until now. He opened his eyes again but his mind felt blank. It was like he wasn't there. The wetness on his cheeks, Hera's cries and her death grip on his chest, he couldn't feel. He looked around without really seeing.


He felt so alone. It seemed so familiar. He was seven. They were on the living room. He couldn't recall what they were doing. He barely remembered much about that day. But what happened next would be forever stuck in his memory and come to live during his nightmare.


The door burst open and storm troopers came in. He didn't have time to react. He barely saw the blaster bolt that hit him. When he woke up the house was empty, and he was alone. His parents were just there, and then they weren't. They took them away from him. Just like they took Kanan.


Hera suddenly wiggled free from his arms. Ezra sighed at the sudden loss of body heat. Hera didn't seem to notice. The ship landed. He help Hera to her feet and walked her out of the ship.


"Hera I..."


She didn't turn around, she just kept walking forward. Ezra wanted to do nothing more but to disappear. Zeb grabbed him.


"Alright kid, what's going on?"


"Kanan's gone" Ezra said with all the little strength left on him.


"What do you mean gone. Like captured?"


"NO!!" Couldn't Zeb see? "He's gone"


Tears escaped Ezra's eyes. Zeb hugged him and Ezra broke down. He started sobbing harder than he had in a long time.


"Kanan" Ezra whimpered searching for the bond once more. But, there was nothing there.


"I know kid, I know" Zeb said. He but he didn't, he didn't understand. He didn't feel that cold, that nothingness inside. Everything was wrong. In just one second all was lost. All was hopeless and nothing mattered anymore.


Nothing mattered.


Sunset
Chapter Summary


Just some pure Sabezra moments.


Chapter Notes


Hey! Guess who's back!


Ezra sat on the ramp of the ship as he gazed at the sunset that would soon be followed by Lothal's twin moons. As the sun started to slowly dissapear behind the small mountains and the fields, its bright light faded into darker shapes, such as purple and dark blue. The stars would soon follow. He breathed in the fresh afternoon air.


It was a peaceful moment. Those kind of moments were getting fewer and fewer lately. And life kept getting harder fir the people of Lothal.


Everywhere Ezra turned, he saw stormtroopers. Every time they watched the holonet there would be sone new propaganda or a new accusation against them. No matter where they went or what they did they were always on the lookout. They barely had time to relax anymore.


So, this sunset, Ezra knew this was as good as it would get for now. And he could make his peace with that. He wished he could stay here forever. Just him, this view and the afternoon breeze.


But he knew he couldn't. "Don't grow too attached to life as it is now". Kanan had said in one of their lessons. Still, it was a nice thought.


There were light footsteps behind him but he didn't turn around. He didn't want to miss a second of this.


"Hi Sabine"


The girl sat down next to him.


"How did you know it was me?"


The boy smiled. "Well if you were Choper you would have zapped me by now. Zeb's footsteps make the entire ship shake, besides you can smell him before he even enters a room. Besides, Hera and Kanan went to Capital City for a 'shopping trip'"


Sabine chuckled.


"Yeah, going on a spontaneous supply ran during a sunset like that does sound a bit suspicious"


"What made it more obvious" Ezra said "Is that they left before telling us they would go to Capital City".


Sabine nodded. "They had to make sure we'd stay out of their business somehow"


Ezra laid back on the ramp as the sky got darker and darker and the first starts made their appearance. Ezra smiled.


"I don't blame them for wanting to take a walk today. I don't think I've ever seen a sunset as beautiful as this. And I've leaved here my entire life"


Sabine gazed at the horizon.
"It really is beautiful" she agreed. "I love the colours. Sometime I think whoever created the universe was an artist. It feels like every little thing in nature is a part of a huge drawing"


Ezra didn't say anything. Sabine shook her hair. Why did she say that to him? He wouldn't understand. As she was about to get up Ezra turned to look at her.


"I wish the universe was a painting. Then it would be constantly stable and beautiful. But it's not. Things move and change. Nothing stays, even if we want it to. Just like that sunset. It was beautiful, but it's gone now. It gave his place to the stars that are also beautiful but different. Sometimes everything is just so beautiful the way it is that specific moment that you wish it were a painting so it would stay like that forever. So when things change you will have that picture of how it used to be"


Sabine was speechless. She stared at Ezra with her mouth slightly open and her brows furrowed. She could not believe something so beautiful had just come out of the boy's mouth. That boy that always said so many stupid things and cold jokes that still made her laugh, not because they were funny, but because they were told by him.


Ezra glanced at her again and frowned.


"You okay?"


"Yeah, I just-what you said was really beautiful"


Ezra chuckled. "Nah, it was just some of the nonsense that goes on in my head. It's... It's stupid"


"It's not stupid" Sabine hurried to say.


Ezra straightened his back as he looked at her.


"Ezra, I-"


"Hey kids" Kanan's voice sounded from the distance. Soon enough, Hera and Kanan had reached to ramp.


"Well you two were out for quite sometime. Where are the supplies?" Ezra said mischievously.


"What supplies?" Hera questioned


"You know, the reason you two left the ship"


Kanan and Hera both looked at eachother in desperation.


"You know what guys, why don't we forget the supplies and go make dinner?" Kanan tried to change the subject.


"You know I'm going to bring this up every day during training from now on right?" Ezra told Kanan while the girls followed them.


Kanan chuckled and wrapped an arm around Ezra's shoulders.


"You're going to be the death of me, you know that?"
___________________________________________


When Sabine came out of her room the next morning, with paint all over her hands, dark circles under her eyes and a piece of paper held securely in her pocket no one questioned it. It was something normal. Really common in fact.


Only Hera commented on it.


"I know how much you love drawing but remember, you-"


"Need sleep. Yeah, I know Hera. But this was really important"


And it was.


She walked down the ramp and sat down. A little further away Ezra and Kanan were talking. They seemed to have finished whatever they were doing and where just wrapping up. Sabine waited.


When they started walking towards the ship she made her way towards them so as to meet them at the half.


"You guys done?"


"Yep!" Ezra said happily.


"Where do you find all that energy?" Kanan asked ruffling his hair but sounding exhausted.


"You mind if I borrow Ezra for a second?"


Kanan shook his head and kept walking.
"He's all yours"


"Is everything alright?" Ezra asked.


"Yeah, I just... I couldn't really sleep last night so...here"


She said reaching inside ger pocket and pulling out the folded piece of paper.


She passed it to Ezra who looked at it curiously.


As he unfolded it, he gasped. The sunset, just like it was yesterday. With every little detail.


"I thought you might want it. Something to have when it feels like thighs are changing too much"


Ezra folded the piece again and put it in his pocket.


"I'll never loose it" he simply said.


And he never did.


Why?
Chapter Notes


Okay, let's do this!


See the end of the chapter for more notes
Ezra had been alone for half his life. Ever since he was seven to be exact. And now suddenly he is surrounded by people. People who were willing to take him in and feed him and give him an actual bed to sleep on (even if his roommate's smell and snoring made sleeping a difficult task). People who put other people's needs and lives before their own, who didn't turn their backs on the monstrosities of the Empire. People who jumped into action and took a stance, who protected those who couldn't protect themselves, a beacon of hope in this dark and twisted galaxy, just like his parents.


"If we don't stand up, who will?" Ezra covered his ears and shook his head in attempt to stop the ghostly voice of his father.


And then there was he, a dirty thief. A selfish boy who always turned his back to people who needed help. Who stole from the already struggling merchants. Who forgot everything his parents taught him, everything they fought for, the reason why...


They were all heroes. They would change the world. But he wasn't a hero. He wasn't like them. And he was afraid that sooner or later they would realize that. Actually he was afraid they already had.


Ezra sighed. The last two months have been difficult. Great but difficult. He pressured Kanan to start teaching him and yes he really wanted to learn. But childish enthusiasm wasn't the only reason behind his desperation. He couldn't do anything that was useful. Sure he could pick locks, or steal a couple of things here and there but that was it. Sabine was a Madalorian. A trained warrior and artist. Zeb was a warrior as well. Hera was an amazing pilot and Kanan? Kanan was so many things. A Jedi, a fighter, a leader. Even Chopper was more useful than him. He felt so much like a free loader those first days. The awkward atmosphere looming over the ship as everyone tried to get used to their newest member didn't help.


Ezra wanted to be useful. He wanted to be helpful and becoming a Jedi seemed to be the only way to do that. Sometimes it wasn't easy to always be surrounded by people. Especially when he thought that all these people were silently judging him and planning to get rid of him. Because he wasn't a hero, he was a thief. He wasn't useful. He was just another mouth to feed and they had every right to kick him out whenever they wanted to. Sometimes being around them felt suffocating.


This is why he was hiding in the small storage room. Ezra liked it in here. It was small and dark and quiet. He had been coming here often lately. A place where he could calm down and take a breath. A place where he didn't feel like he was suffocating. Problem was he was progressing way slower than he expected, mostly because he couldn't focus. But Kanan wasn't helping matters. He insisted on taking this slowly, a step at a time.


"Becoming a Jedi doesn't happen overnight kid. We have to take our time, okay? There's no need to rush this"


Ezra thought there was absolutely need to rush this. He wanted to learn everything. He wanted to be a fighter like Kanan. He wanted to be able to do...something.


"Ezra?" Kanan's voice snapped him out of his thoughts. "Ezra? Are you here?"


For a moment he debated whether he should come out and reveal his hiding place or not. He figured that Kanan could just sense his presence if he didn't come out and find him anyway so he stood up and walked out of the storage room.


Kanan, who had his back on him, heard the door hiss open and turn to look at him. He smiled.


"There you are. Hera sent me to get you for dinner. What were you doing in there?"


"I...umm...meditating?"


"Meditating huh?" Kanan said with a fondly tone. He knew Ezra was lying. He always did.


They walked to the kitchen where Hera was setting the plates on the table. She looked up at them and smiled.


"Hey, I actually have a last minute meeting with my contact. Don't wait for me" she said walking out of the room, but not before patting Ezra on the shoulder. Ezra really liked Hera. Always smiling at them, always talking with that loving voice that made you feel warm and fuzzy inside. Just like his mom. Ezra blinked when the thought crossed his mind.


"Guess it'll be just me and you kiddo" Kanan said sitting down and putting food on both their plates. When Ezra first came aboard he did his best not to waste any of their food. So he ate as little as possible. Kanan and Hera must've noticed because not even a week later they started insisting on putting food on his plate themselves. And by insisted Ezra meant that they just took his plate before he could protest and filled it with food.


"What about Zeb and Sabine?"


"Zeb's sleeping. He ate waffles earlier, to Hera's dismay. Sabine took her food to her room. And Chopper is doing maintenance on the Phantom"


"I didn't ask about Chopper" Ezra said playfully as he sat down.


"Still, it's good to know where he is on the ship. You do not want to walk into him when he's in a bad mood. I got shocked three times today. If this goes on I'll have electric super powers"


Ezra laughed. Kanan smiled and handed him a full plate before sitting down next to him. Whenever he was alone with Kanan he always felt some kind of good anxiety. Like when you happen to be sitting next to a person you really admire and respect and you are afraid you will do something stupid and mess it up. They fell in comfortable silence as they ate. Kanan ate at a normal pace but Ezra seemed distracted, lost in his thoughts. He would take a bite and then play with his food for a little while, moving pieces of it around the plate before remembering to take another bite. Kanan noticed that and wondered what was going on inside the kid's head and whether or not he should ask.


Before he could reach a decision, it was Ezra who asked a question.


"Kanan do you think I'm doing well? In training?"


Kanan set his fork down. The kid always asked whether or not he did well after a training session was done. So why would he ask again now?


"Yeah. I mean your meditation needs some work but I'm sure if you could just focus on the breathing exercises you-"


"Then why are we moving so slowly?" Kanan tilted his head.


"What do you mean?" Where was this coming from? Ezra seemed off. No, no he didn't seem off. He felt off. Something told Kanan this had to do with more than training. He watched as the kid started picking on his sleeve, pulling and turning the fabric in his fingers.


"I...we've been meditating and practicing my telekinesis and stuff but...none of that stuff is really helpful when it comes to missions and fighting and..."


"Ezra" The calmness in Kanan's voice was like a knife that cut through the stress and fear that has been bottling up inside pf Ezra and was about to overflow. Ezra was caught off guard. His head snapped up to look at Kanan. He looked worried and...understanding?


"This isn't about the training, is it?" He asked. His voice. Ezra knew right away he couldn't lie. He couldn't get away from this. This stress, this anxiety has been building up for the last two months. He had shoved it down, buried it deep inside. But now he finally cracked and he really wished he had just eaten his food in silence instead of asking this stupid question.


"I...I'm sorry Kanan, this is stupid. Just...it's just...I'm just being weird, I'm sorry" he said turning away from his master, averting his eyes back to the food. A warm pressure was applied in his shoulder. A hand. An anchor that kept him grounded.


"It's not stupid" he hated that loving tone in his voice. In both his and Hera's voice. Because it has been years since anyone talked to him like that. It brought up memories. Memories he had tried to forget. He felt something tickle his right cheek. A tear. He quickly wiped it away praying Kanan hadn't seen it. Even if it was impossible for him not to see it since he was standing right next to him.


"Hey, it's okay" Kanan said tightening his grip on his shoulder a little. "Ezra, what is this about?"


"Why?" he asked silently. Kanan raised an eyebrow.


"Why tell me what's wrong?"


"No, why are you keeping me around? Why *sigh* If it wasn't for the force" he said looking down on his hands "Would you have still taken me in?"


"Yes"


Ezra widened his eyes. He looked back at Kanan. His face looked dead serious. The honesty in his voice, how quick he answered. It made Ezra stop dead on his tracks. He felt frozen. After a few moments of silence Kanan decided to continue.


"Ezra, the force had nothing to do with taking you in. We were thinking about it before you found the holocron. And we would still offer even if you hadn't opened it"


Ezra was feeling more tears well up on his eyes. Kriff, he hadn't cried in seven years, why now?!


"W-why?" he managed to rasp out. His throat was closing up.


"Do you remember when you saved that little wookie?"


Ezra nodded, even though he didn't see how that was relevant to his question.


"We knew then that you were meant to help people. That you were one of us. In a situation where most people would've ran the other way you didn't. We knew then and the force had nothing to do with that"


"What if-" Ezra stopped and shut his eyes tightly as his voice broke. "What if I can't fight anytime soon. What if-"


"It doesn't matter" Kanan interrupted. "Ezra you're a part of this family. No matter what you can or can't do, you're one of us and-"


"But I'm not!" Ezra raised his tone as the flood gates finally opened and tears started rolling down his cheeks. He bowed his head, hoping his hair would cover his face. Kanan's hand still hadn't moved from his shoulder. It's grip lessened and moved to the place between the shoulder and his neck. Kanan ran his thumb up and down the tense area. Ezra continued. It was too late to turn back now.


"You don't know the things I had to do out there. The people I hurt. I-I knew they were suffering but I stole and I could've helped but I didn't and...and-"


"It's okay" Kanan reassured with so much certainty in his voice.


"But It's not! I went against everything they told me! I let them down!"


"Them?"


Ezra froze. He hadn't meant to...How did this...Kanan must've sensed his distress though the force because he didn't push him. Instead he focused on something else.


"Ezra we've all done things we aren't proud of. To survive. All of us. *huff* especially me"


Ezra looked up at that. It was hard to imagine Kanan doing anything remotely immoral.


"I wasn't always the person I am now. I too had to steal and scam and I made some mistakes. Actually I am sure that if we start counting them, my mistakes will be more than all the crew's together. I forgot my training, everything I used to believe in but I changed. Do you think I'm a bad person, or that I don't belong here?"


"No, of course not. How can you even ask that?" The question sounded so stupid to Ezra. Of course Kanan was a good person, a great person. 


Kanan smiled. "My thoughts exactly" he said. Ezra knew he was talking about him. He smiled and and another tear fell.


"Now eat up. You're food's getting cold and Hera will kill me if she f-"


Ezra practically dropped himself on Kanan's arms. The older man was taken by surprise and for a moment Ezra was scared that he would push him away. That he took things too far and had invaded Kanan's personal space. But as soon as he felt strong arms wrap around him he smiled. All his worries and stress seemed to demolish. A warmth wrapped around his mind and pushed them away until they were gone. Ezra closed his eyes and leaned more into the touch for a second. He hadn't been hugged for so long. Then he let go and so did Kanan. They both returned to their food in comfortable silence. They never talked about this again. They didn't have to. Ezra's fears didn't disappear but they lost some of their power over him. And Kanan would always be there to help him through them.


Chapter End Notes


Yeah, I actually updated this story for once. Let's hope I can keep this up.


Coming Out To Strangers On The Internet Instead Of My Own Family
Chapter Summary


'COTSOTIIOMOF'


Coming Out To Strangers On The Internet Instead Of My Own Family


Also known as 'COTSOTIIOMOF'


So....I....uhhhhhhhhhhhh...thought I should go ahead and let you know...


I'm bisexual. ¯\_(ツ)_/¯
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Ok. Cool. This is cool...
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Summary


She had to tell him.
She didn’t know what she wanted to tell him—just that there was a pressure in her chest urging her body to move and her tongue to speak.
Something deep inside her told her that there would never be another chance. Call it paranoia. Intuition. Dread. Fear. The Force.
Tomorrow would change everything.


Notes


Buckle up, this is an angsty one. If that's not your thing, this has been your warning. Bittersweet feels ahead.
Big spoiler warning for Rebels Season 4 Episodes 10-16.


(If you guys like listening to mood music while reading, this was a big inspiration: https://youtu.be/9CvaLdbfXZo?list=LL)


She had to tell him.


She didn’t know what she wanted to tell him. Just that there was a pressure in her chest urging her body to move and her tongue to speak.


Something deep inside her told her that there would never be another chance. Call it paranoia. Intuition. Dread. Fear.


The Force.


Tomorrow would change everything.


Sabine was cold.


Nights on Lothal this time of year weren’t very chilly and it was warm in her tent, but Sabine still felt a cool draft deep in her bones. Surely she was not alone.


The rag-tag group of rebels hidden away in the mountains of Lothal were resting tonight, each mentally preparing for the battle.


Some of them will die. Some will live. Maybe they will fail. Maybe they will win—All that was left to do now was wait for the right time to strike.


The waiting was killing Sabine.


As a mechanic and technician, she had worked with ticking time bombs hundreds of times and was familiar with the stress that came with time limits—when she needed thirty more seconds to complete her task, but only had fifteen.


This was different. This left her cold, empty.


Tick.


Tick.


Tick.


Boom.


The timer had run out and the final strike on the Empire would begin tomorrow. Sabine’s entire life and future as well as the future of Lothal (and maybe the rebellion itself?) depended on the outcome of this battle. She’d already lost so much. Could she handle losing more?


Her mind was racing, going through every scenario, every move, that could go wrong.


So much for getting rest.


A rustling from the other side of the tent stirred Sabine from her thoughts.


“Sabine? Are you awake?”


It seemed Ezra was having trouble sleeping as well. When she peeked over at him, he was lying on his back, staring up at the tarp above him.


The two had opted to share a tent together to give the other rebels more space. Zeb was camped with Ryder and Kallus, so Ezra had his own tent to himself. Hera was sleeping on the Ghost, probably in Kanan's room. They left her alone. Sabine originally was going to share with Ketsu, but after what happened to Kanan… she needed to be close to someone who truly understood what she was going through. And Ezra needed her comfort just as much as she needed his, if not more. Besides, after living on the same ship with each other for years, tent sleeping wasn’t all that different for them.


“Yeah, I’m awake,” Sabine sighed.


Her head was spinning. She felt nauseous. That pressure, pressure, pressure snatched away her breath, burned her eyes, and left her heart racing.


Sabine glanced over at Ezra again, forcing the nausea down. “You can’t sleep?”


“Nope.” His head turned, cerulean gaze meeting hers. For a long time, they just stared at each other, lost in the language of their eyes.


So much spoken in so little words.


His hand laying at his side was empty. Too empty.


I have to tell him, I have to tell him, I have to…


With a sigh, Sabine sat up and moved over to his bedroll with her blanket and pillow. At this rate, she wasn’t going to get any sleep alone—if at all. Ezra watched her silently and without objection as she settled down beside him, even moving over so she’d have more space on the mat. Sabine turned onto her side, one hand under her head and the other laying in the space between them. Ezra mirrored her position, studying her face silently.


There was such familiar understanding in those eyes. Such strength and care.


“Are you okay?” he whispered.


Three words: One verb, one pronoun, one adjective. That’s all it took for the pressure to crack just a bit.


The subsequent sigh that left her lips was shuddering and vulnerable. Ezra immediately covered her hand in between them, lacing his soft fingers through hers.


Through that gesture, he told her that it was okay. He understood. It was okay to not be strong right now.


“I’m scared...” Of the Empire defeating us. Of dying. Of losing you. Losing everything.


Ezra lifted a hand to her cheek, touch soft and featherlight—as if she would break if he pressed any harder.


And maybe she would.


Because that one gesture brought tears to her eyes and stole her voice. Somehow, he had the power to bring her internal turmoil up to the surface in bubbling bursts without trying. His gaze roamed her face, taking in every detail, every shift in her expression. It was almost unfair how he was capable of understanding and literally feeling her emotions without a single muscle moved.


“I’m scared, too.”


Sabine squeezed her eyes shut and forced herself to take in slow, deep breaths. She tried to focus on the soft graze of his thumb across her cheekbone instead of the ache in her soul.


“Can I try something?” Ezra whispered, hand retreating to his side. “It’s… it’s something” —he exhaled— “something Kanan taught me.”


His name sliced like a viroblade through her heart, but Sabine pushed the grief away. Without questioning his intentions, she nodded. Ezra lifted his arm in invitation and shifted so she had more room. Sabine gratefully slid forward and tucked herself into his chest, head fitting perfectly in the crook of his neck as she was enveloped in complete warmth. When she sighed, her breath rustled his collar.


At his touch, it felt like all her worries just floated away, carried on the lulling boat of peace and replaced with a soothing sense of tranquility. In the back of her mind, she knew that Ezra must have been calling on the Force. There was that familiar feel in the air surrounding them that only occurred when Jedi used the Force.


So she sunk into it, letting the waves of nostalgic calm wash over her.


His embrace was warm, like the sun rising on a foggy morning. It broke through the chill and spread through her bones and down into her core. But even that comfort couldn’t smother her deepest fears:


Ezra was weirdly calm. Too calm, considering the impending battle. Yes, he had been reserved and quiet since Kanan's sacrifice, but this was different… This didn’t feel right.


Why is he hiding something?


They were a team. At first, she hadn’t wanted to admit it, but now she welcomed the reality that Ezra had become her best friend and partner in the past months, maybe even years. Where he went, so did she—and where she went, he was never far behind.


Fighting Saxon on Concord Dawn? Sabine and Ezra.


Training with the Darksaber? Ezra and Sabine.


Infiltrating the excavation site? It was them.


Always us.


Partners know each other inside and out, reading each other's minds without needing the aid of the Force—perfectly in sync, better halves of each other. Sabine knew when Ezra was keeping something from her, and it hurt. Of course, he must have his reasons, but the last time a Jedi’s secret had been kept from her…


Suffice to say, disaster followed close behind.


Sabine pulled back just enough to look at him. “How do you do it?” she whispered, ignoring her swimming vision. “How do you handle knowing?”


The comfort that had surrounded her dulled when Ezra opened his eyes, his concentration broken. He was silent for a moment as he stared at the tent roof, one hand tracing soothing patterns along her back. “I don’t know. I guess I just don’t have a choice.”


Sabine's hand on his chest curled into a fist and a tear rolled down the tip of her nose, leaving a wet spot on Ezra’s pillow. “None of us have a choice,” she muttered bitterly.


He wiped the tear away and didn’t reply for a long moment, gaze seeming far away.


“There’s always another choice,” Ezra whispered, voice no louder than a breath whisked away on the morning breeze. “Sometimes many. But often, the choice we want is not the one we need to choose.”


Sabine studied his expression intensely, trying to decipher what he was saying, but years of diplomatic missions and secret Sabacc games with Zeb had taught Ezra to keep his expression neutral. The only thing that gave away his inner turmoil was his eyes. They always gave him away. No matter how old he would become, or how wizened, darker, or experienced, she would always know his eyes.


She would never truly understand how the Force worked. It frustrated her, but she had learned to accept that there were some things she would never understand no matter how hard she tried. It didn’t mean she had to like it.


She sighed. “I don’t know what will happen, I don’t know what you’ll do, what either of us will do…” she said slowly, “but whatever happens tomorrow, I’m glad you tried to steal our blasters.”


Ezra smiled and winked, the tension leaving him just a bit. “You mean my blasters.”


Sabine laughed quietly. “Idiot.”


He just covered her hand on his chest with his own, resting there for a long moment. Then, he lifted his hand to her cheek again, thumb skimming absentmindedly across her cheekbone. Sabine watched as his eyes scanned her face, content to just lay there like that for the rest of eternity. When his fingers trailed to the corner of her lips and his gaze flickered down, Sabine’s breath left her.


He felt it, too.


Slowly, she leaned forward until their noses brushed. And they just laid there, faces pressed together in a way that was somehow so much more intimate than anything she’d ever experienced. It released a fluttering in her chest and ache in her heart that Sabine had experienced only a scant few times in her life. She’d gladly feel it again.


His eyes really were such an electric blue up close. So deep, she felt like she could drift in and get lost forever in the tide of his gaze. Again, their eyes spoke the words their lips couldn’t form, creating a language of their own.


Two or three years ago, moments like these would have repulsed her. Sabine never would have let the little annoying loth-rat, too immature and reckless for his own good, get this close to her body and soul. Yet there had always been an undertone of fondness in whatever she felt about him. He was obnoxious, yeah, but she understood and sympathized him. Now under her palm she could feel the steady heartbeat of a brave and compassionate leader, Jedi, her best friend, and partner.


Kanan and Hera had waited too long and lost their forever. It wasn’t their fault. The galaxy just decided it wasn’t meant to be. If there's anyone she learned the most from in her life, it was them.


So Sabine refused to let it happen twice.


Closing her eyes, she curled her fingers in his collar, palm brushing against his neck. “I know there’s something you aren’t telling me, and I promise I understand, but I just…” she sighed, swallowing past the lump in her throat. Why is this so hard?  “I can’t lose you.” Not after Kanan. Not after everything. Not ever.


"You won’t," is what she wanted him to say. "I’m never leaving; I’ll be here forever; You’re never getting rid of me."


But Ezra was silent. Too silent. And that was when Sabine knew that something was going to happen tomorrow.


A little voice in the back of her head screamed that he would leave, just like Kanan. What that meant, exactly, she didn’t know; but in one way or another, tomorrow, the Ezra she knew would be gone.


In resignation, she exhaled and curled in on herself.


“I’ll always come back.”


The words startled her. When his eyes met hers at last, she was shocked to see tears glistening in them.


“No matter what happens,” he said slowly, “I will always come back to you.”


To you. Not “to my family.” Not “to the Rebellion.” Not even “back to Lothal.”


Ezra would come back to her.


“Sabine,” his words were a whisper of air against her skin… and she couldn’t wait anymore. “You should know that I—”


She shifted forward so she was leaning over him and pressed her lips to his.


Ezra froze beneath her, still not moving when Sabine pulled back a moment later. “I know,” she whispered, ignoring the droplets on her cheeks, which fell onto his. “I know because I feel the same.”


Slowly, Ezra lifted a trembling hand to her jaw, fingers weaving into the hair behind her ear. Sabine smiled at his awed expression. Predictable. And that somehow made it all worth it.


“Is this…”


“Yes,” she laughed quietly, pressing her forehead to his. “It is. I’m sorry, I know this timing isn’t great, but—”


“No, Sabine,” he whispered, eyes sparkling as they studied her face. “I understand.”


Sabine nodded and Ezra smiled sadly, a beautiful, small thing, before pulling her back down and kissing her softly. The moment they connected again, the pressure that had been building up in her chest snapped and let loose a flood of emotions so intense it left her breathless. He gently pulled her closer by the waist and Sabine melted against him, hands curling in his hair as she breathed him in.


Any Force-given comfort was pale in comparison to this. His touch was a gentle contrast to their turbulent, violent lives—the war waging outside. The tears that rolled down her cheeks weren’t just borne of relief and grief, but of hope and love.


And by manda, did Sabine love this boy.


The revelation didn’t surprise her, but she still drew in a long breath, relishing in the warmth spreading from her chest out to her toes.


That was what she wanted to say.


But Sabine had never been good with words or feelings. That was Ezra’s thing. She preferred to act fast and apologize later.


Now, no matter what happens, she would be ready. Her last guilt was gone, secrets bared to the one she'd told herself to never fall for and unequivocally failed to.


Heart beating steadily under her palm, Ezra trailed soft kisses from her cheek up to her temple, breath tickling her skin. Sabine tucked into his side as she caught her breath and allowed herself to be consumed by emotion just this once.


“Sabine,” Ezra whispered against her skin, and the worship in his voice made her heart flutter. “I really wish I could tell you what I saw, but…”


She placed a finger over his mouth, then pressed her forehead against his in a keldabe kiss as she cupped his jaw. Ezra, not missing the significance of the gesture, closed his eyes.


“I know. We can’t change fate… I just—please, be here with me. Right now. Tomorrow can come. Tonight, I have you."


Ezra pulled her close into a tight embrace, face pressing into her hair. “Why tell me now?”


"You know why.”


When he sighed, Sabine closed her eyes and pressed her ear to his heart to offer any comfort she could.


“I wish—” Ezra’s voice broke and his chest shuddered beneath her. “I just wish he was here. There’s so much I had to learn… and now…” his smile was tearful as he laughed quietly. “Now, there's no time.”


Sabine looked up at him. “What?” she asked. “Did you two bet on us?”


“Yes,” Ezra chuckled and swiped at his cheek. “Zeb was in on it too. I said that I’d kiss you after four years. He said I’d confess after ten.”


“You haven’t done that yet.”


“What?”


“Confess.” Sabine moved closer, lips barely brushing against his. “You want to prove him wrong one last time? Say it.”


He chuckled gently. “I thought I already did?”


“No, I interrupted you. If something happens tomorrow… I just want to hear it.”


“Okay.” Ezra’s eyes softened. “I love you, Sabine Wren.”


The words ran over her, sending a tingle from her fingertips to her toes. It was simple. It was last minute. It was desperate. It was them.


“And do you?”


“Kriffing hell, Ezra Bridger,” she whispered, hands threading into his hair. “Yes, I love you.”


Then, she kissed him again and the stars aligned.


Until sunrise, she was content to just be in his arms, letting her worry and fear go for just a little while. It was only them, laying in silence as their minds raced and hearts beat in tandem, anticipating the battle ahead.


Blanketed in his soothing warmth again, Sabine dozed off. The last thing she felt before her mind went blank was the gentle brush of lips to her temple.


When the morning bell rang, signaling the beginning of battle preparations, they got up, donned their armor, and checked their weapons in silence.


Before Sabine left, Ezra stopped her with a hand to her wrist and drew her back into his chest. When she kissed him one last time, it was warm, gentle. And when they whispered those three sacred words, it was just as sweet as the first time.


Tomorrow was here.


The future was inevitable.


She would shed a hundred more tears that night, curled up alone in her bunk, the bedspace beside her empty and cold. Armor discarded on the floor, she would clutch the cold metal of his lightsaber to her chest with some of his last words echoing in her head.


“I know I can always count on you.”


Always.


They were supposed to work together. They were supposed to go together. They were supposed to be together.


It was supposed to be them.


It was supposed to be always.
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Summary


What a strange concept, soulmates. Without previously meeting, someone out there is perfectly suited for you.


My name is Sabine Wren, and this is how I met my soulmate.


Pre Rebels Season 1, into Spark of Rebellion: Part 1
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Like my other story, All In The Life Of A Jedi, translations for the Mando'a will be at the bottom


Disclaimer: I do not own these character or their settings. All rights go to Disney and Star Wars: Rebels


See the end of the work for more notes
"My name's Ezra. What's yours?"


This phrase has burned itself into my memory, unforgettable, so searing it's visible while I sleep. It's the first phrase my soulmate will say to me, whoever and wherever they are. No one seems to know how the whole soulmark thing came to be, though there have been rumors that the Empire started it in an attempt to curb rebellions. Jokes on the Empire if that's true though, because people can be further inspired to fight after meeting their soulmate. Sometimes, it gives them someone other than themselves to fight for.


What a strange concept, soulmates. Without previously meeting, someone out there is perfectly suited for you. Everyone has a soulmate, and by default, a soul-phrase as well. Mine stretches across my left wrist in an orange scrawl, as though someone just learning to write had penned the message. For some people, hiding their marks can be tricky. However, I'm fortunately able to hide my mark by wearing long sleeves under my armor.


My name is Sabine Wren, and this is how I met my soulmate.


As the heir to my clan, I've always known my mother expected me to marry someone of high standing, whether they're my soulmate or not. However after being declared dar'manda by my mother for leaving the Imperial Academy, I don't feel that pressure anymore. While I was glad to have that shadow cleared from over my head, it hasn't changed the fact that I've missed my family with every day that's passed since. On the other hand, however, I don't think I could subject myself to a loveless match. Not after seeing how different my parents acted compared to the parental figures I've found in Kanan and Hera. That is, if I could even go home. 


In that same vein of thought though, I was unsure for a long time if I would ever find my soulmate after all. I've been travelling across the galaxy with the Ghost crew from the age of 14, and now, just shy of 17, I still have no idea who my supposed "perfect half" is. I still have a family though, in the Ghost crew. For now, they're enough.


********************


The day starts out ordinarily enough, with most of the Ghost crew getting knocked out of our bunks by an Imperial attack in Lothal's atmosphere. Jolted awake, we all rush to the ship's weapons to fend off the Imperials. As we all sit in various gun turrets, warding off the TIE fighters, Kanan uses the in-ship comms system to remind us of the plan for when we land.


"Remember, just get the crates of blasters and get out. And be subtle, at least until we have the blasters." Kanan not-so-subtly aims the last part of his remark toward me, knowing my penchant for blowing things up.


"Yes, we know, Kanan." I reply, appreciative of the thoroughness, but also slightly annoyed at the repetitive nature Spectre One was talking in. It was too early for this, and I hadn't even gotten to have a cup of caf yet.


"Let's just run through the plan again, real quick," Hera butts in, trying to keep the peace in an already tense situation.


"It's just like I was saying," Kanan continues. "Big picture, we go in, take control of the blasters and get out. Smaller picture, we sneak into the square, try to blend in, then create a distraction so we can grab the crates. Use explosives on Imperial speeders as a distraction where needed, and get the heck out of there. Does everyone know their cue?


At this point, Zeb, Kanan, and I are all in the Ghost's cargo hold, Imperial ships temporarily off our backs thanks to Hera's flying.


"I sure do. You'll give me the signal, then motion for Sabine to give us a distraction." Zeb growls, a determined look on his face. "We can't let those blasters get away from us."


"I'm with you on that one, big guy. For more reasons than one." Kanan puts a hand on Zeb's shoulder, facial expression mirroring the one on the Lasat's.


"I've got all the explosives we should need for this. Here," I say, tossing a grenade to both Zeb and Kanan. "Same thing as before, they'll activate as soon as they latch onto something, and go off when you press the detonator."


"We're coming up on your drop point, Spectres. Everybody ready?" Hera's voice cuts through our pre-scuffle chatter, prompting us to move toward the ramp at the back of the ship.


I put my helmet on, the visor giving everything a slight sepia tint. "As I'll ever be, Hera. Let's do this."


********************


Just as planned, we split up just outside of the town square. Zeb chosses to stake out in a doorway, while I decide on a spot nearby, between some pottery and a speeder. Kanan settles on an alley a little further away, giving himself the ability to observe our surroundings a little more clearly. 


I really hope this all goes smoothly. Vizago will have our heads otherwise. The thought of how the Devaronian would react if we didn't gain control of this shipment makes me shudder.


The sound of Kanan giving me the signal breaks me out of my thoughts, and I respond correctly, drawing the attention of a nearby Imperial officer. They turn toward me, a warning to stop likely on the tip of their tongue, but I throw an armed detonator on the speeder next to me before they can finish. The sudden explosion literally stops the officer in their tracks, and gives me the cover I needed to get out of there. Casually walking away from the chaos in my wake, I find my way onto the roof of a nearby building, using my new vantage point to watch for any issues that might arise to interfere with the success of our mission. 


Minutes later, my higher perspective pays off when one of the speeders we were risking our shebs to get our hands on zooms down the street below me, some random kid in the driver's seat. I dive down, landing on one of the crates behind the kid, who looks a few years younger than myself.


"Pretty gutsy move, kid." The boy in question gasps, which I'm surprised I could hear over the noise of the speeder and overall commotion. I take one of my blasters out and point it at him for a split second in a warning before aiming the barrel at the space between the two crates and firing. This destroys the link connecting the two and forces the container I'm leaning on to separate from the other. "If the big guy catches you, he'll end you. Good luck!" I say the last part in a sarcastic tone, hoping Kanan and Zeb will be able to get the crate back without too much trouble. After all, he was just a kid, and it seemed like he was doing basically the same thing we were; stealing to survive.


WIth one crate recovered, I temorarily retreat from the craziness as Zeb and Kanan chase after the kid on their own speeders. Turning onto a side street, I activate my comm channel.


"Spectre 5 to Ghost, I need a pickup. I can meet you on a side street in a few minutes."


"Roger, Spectre 5. There's a small clearing a few streets over from your position. I'll meet you over there."


"Acknowledged, Ghost. Spectre 5 out."


********************


Upon my arrival back on the Ghost, the first being I see on board is Chopper, who had opened the ramp for me.


“Hey, Chop. Holding down the fort while we’re gone?” I walk past the cantankerous droid, only to feel an electric shock in my leg.


“Ouch! Chopper! What was that for, you bucket of bolts?”


The droid in question cackles angrily. *You let the kriffing kid get away, that’s what that’s for.*


“I had to recover at least some of the blasters, plus Zeb and Kanan were right behind me. They’ll get him."


“Sabine!” Hera yells for me from the cockpit. “I need you on the guns, we’ve got company coming.”


“On my way, Hera! Chopper, stay down here for when Kanan and Zeb need a pickup.” Hearing Chopper reply in sassy beeps, I climb up the ladder and hurry into the first gun turret, eager to blast a few TIE fighters.


Later on, Hera followed Zeb and Kanan out to the main road out of the city, still tracking the same kid from before who remains in possession of one of the crates. 


“Stubborn kid,” I quip from one of the gun turrets, using the ship comms to communicate.


“Mmhm. Reminds me of a few other people I know.” 


A teasing tone can be heard in Hera’s voice, to which I give no comment in return.


“Sabine, get out to the cargo bay. Zeb’s on his way up, and could use some help with the crates.”


“On it, Hera.” I grab my helmet from the back of my chair and head back down to the cargo bay, crossing paths with Chopper on the way. 


“Chop, you were supposed to stay in the hanger. What are you doing?” My question receives no response other than a mechanical raspberry from the droid in question as he rolls through the hallway toward the galley and cockpit. 


“Fine, be that way. See if I don’t give you a paint job later!” I retort, climbing down the ladder into the storage bay and opening the back hatch. 


Luckily, we were able to briefly land near where Zeb had stopped his speeder, allowing us to load the crates without using the magna-lock. Then, just as we’re loading the last crate, we hear Hera’s voice through the ship’s comms system yet again.


“Hope those crates are loaded. Spectre One needs a lift.”


"All clear, Ghost. Take off." Zeb replies, hitting the button to close the ramp.


Within minutes, our illustrious leader is back onboard and directing us to follow the kid, who is still hauling the last crate of blasters with a TIE fighter on his tail. “I’ll try to get the kid in here, even if it means losing that crate.” Kanan states, activating the ramp as Hera flies closer to the ground. 


“Who even is this kid? First he takes our crates, tries to get away from us with said crate, and now he’s trying to outrun a TIE fighter on a speeder? I mean, I told him he had some gutsy moves when I rescued one of the crates from him, but wow! The only people I’ve known with that much confidence are, well, us.” I say to no one in particular, shocked by the blue-haired  stranger and his overconfidence.


“I don’t know who he is, but once we capture him, I’m going to end him.” Zeb growls, clearly frustrated that he had not only been denied the chance to bust some bucketheads, but also that our mission’s plan had completely gone to poo-doo.


“You know Zeb, that’s the same thing I said to the kid. C’mon, let’s get these crates locked down, so none of them tip over and open.” I walk over to the first crate and activate the anti-grav, pushing it toward the wall.


********************


Shortly after, Kanan goes up to the cockpit to talk to Hera, leaving Zeb and I standing guard in the cargo bay. Zeb and the new kid get into a slight argument while I again marvel at the kid’s audacity. Challenging a Lasat is no small task, and this kid attempts it without looking back. Zeb becomes irritated by that, and shoves the kid into a nearby storage unit. Within five minutes, Kanan asks us where the kid is. However, when we check the storage unit, he’s nowhere to be found and a grate is missing from a vent on the wall. Listening closely, Zeb and I can hear creaks and whines in the ceiling, as though someone was unnaturally stressing metal joints.


“Yeah, he’s in the ship, alright. Literally.” I say, hardly phased after all the other things this kid had gotten into. 


Oh, great . I think. He's a vent crawler too? This day just got even more interesting.


However, the Empire didn't leave much time for standing around wondering about things, as several TIE fighters began firing on our ship. I run into the same gun turret as I had been in earlier, only to find the boy in my seat. Grabbing his shoulder, I toss him out of the chair before taking off my helmet, which I'd been wearing the entire time we were in the cargo hold. With viewing obstructions removed, I immediately sit down and start firing on the TIEs, joining Kanan in blasting them to smithereens. The next thing out of the kid's mouth was something I thought I'd never hear, in an obvious flirting attempt on his part.


“My name’s Ezra. What’s yours?” What the kriff? This, this kid was my soulmate? No, I don’t believe that. I must have misheard him. He can't be my soulmate, that’s ridiculous. Yeah, I just misheard him. Oh kriff, hit that TIE! I was pulled out of my thoughts by a TIE fighter getting much too close to the ship, only stopping when Kanan shot it down. 


“Sabine, you okay over there?” Zeb asks me, holding the kid, apparently named Ezra, by the scruff of his collar. 


“Y-yeah, I’m fine. Just spaced out for a half second.”


“I’ll get this one out of your hair. He and I need to have a little “talk” about a few things.” Zeb gestures to Ezra and not-so-gently shoves him toward the doorway.


“Okay, thanks Zeb. See you in the galley after the bucketheads are taken care of.”


********************


Once the TIE fighters had been left behind by Hera’s jump to lightspeed, I sit back in the gunner’s chair for a second, the full realization of the day so far finally hitting me.


Holy kriff, he just can’t be my soulmate, could he? That scrawny kid? While I chase thoughts of denial through my head, I get a gut feeling telling me that he was, in fact, my soulmate. I need to talk to Hera. 


Luckily, I happen to run into Hera on my way to the galley, giving me the chance to talk to her without the rest of the crew around. 


“Hey Hera, can I talk to you about something really quick?”


“Sabine, can it wait until after the meeting with the rest of the crew? We need to figure out what we’re going to do about the new kid.”


“Ezra, right. Actually, what I want to talk to you about has some things to do with him.” I cradle my left wrist in my right hand, trying to hint what I wanted to talk about without actually saying anything. 


“You don’t mean—”


I nod, cutting off the rest of her sentence before she can finish, a massive smile on her face.


“And you’re sure it’s him?”


“As sure as I can be without seeing his mark. I mean, he said the phrase, and he’s the only person I’ve come across so far with the name “Ezra”. Even with as vast as this galaxy is, I can't imagine that name is super popular with people when they’re naming their kids.”


“Oh Sabine, I’m so happy for you!” Hera gives me a tight hug, motherly affection wafting off her through both the hug and the smile she gives me. “Maybe you can talk to him after the meeting?”


“We’ll see. I don’t want to jump right into asking him about his mark, me being a stranger and all. I feel like that would make me seem creepy. Besides, I’m not sure I even want a relationship so soon. I mean, life during a war can be so short, and I can’t afford to be distracted right now.”


“Well, I'm sure however you choose to approach this, it’ll figure itself out. And Sabine,” Hera puts her hand on my upper arm. “Look at Kanan and myself. We’re soulmates who were lucky enough to find each other in this crazy world. I know you’re nervous about this, but I know I would have hated it if I’d never talked to Kanan until it was too late. I don’t want you to lose your soulmate before you have the chance to truly find out who they are.”


“Okay, Hera. I’ll definitely think about it.” I reply, starting to hear some commotion coming from the ship’s galley. “Anyway, we should probably get down to the galley before Chopper electrocutes everyone. I’ve already gotten zapped by him today, and that’s not an experience I'm hoping to repeat any time soon.”


********************


A while later, the whole Ghost crew and Ezra are on the way to their meeting with Cikatro Vizago. With the autopilot engaged, the crew sits in various places around the galley having something to eat or drink for the first time in a while. Hera and Kanan are sitting next to each other on the bench behind the dejarik table, Kanan’s arm around Hera’s shoulders. Zeb digs into his space waffles from his seat against the wall opposing the dejarik table, and I’m leaning against the counter next to the conservator drinking my first cup of caf for the day. Chopper, however, is fighting with Ezra. The droid has his metal arm out, and it’s crackling with electricity as he chases Ezra around the room.


“Ow! What is with you, rust bucket? I haven’t done anything!”


“Chopper, lay off him.” Hera reprimands her droid before turning to Ezra. “Sorry about him. He’s very…territorial over my ship, and doesn’t like when people crawl around in things without warning.”


“Well, I don’t like getting trapped in small spaces without warning.” Ezra crossed his arms and glares, a chilly look on his face. Clearly, this kid is used to being on his own and not relying on anyone else. I can respect that, since I’d had a similar mindset when Hera and Kanan found me, plus it took me a while to warm up to the idea of being part of a crew.


“Yeah, that’s another thing we have to talk about, Zeb. No locking people in small places when you’re supposed to be watching them!”


“Wha-what was I supposed to do? He insulted me!”


“Zeb…” Hera glares at the Lasat, giving him a warning with her voice. “Insults or not, no locking people in small places when you’re supposed to be watching them.”


Zeb’s ears tilt back slightly as he hangs his head. “Sorry, Hera, it won’t happen again.”


“Well, you’ve just volunteered yourself to clean any carbon scoring off the ship when we land next.”


With a resigned nod of his head, Zeb acknowledges what Hera says and turns back to his plate of food. The situation temporarily resolved, Hera and Kanan’s attention turns to Ezra. 


“Hey kid, you okay?” Kanan asks Ezra, who now seemed to be cradling his right arm.


“Yeah, I’m okay. I just need some bandages or something. A blaster shot from one of the TIEs grazed my arm.” 


Hera’s eyes widen. “Why didn’t you tell us? Sabine can help you with that, right Sabine?” 


“Yeah, I can show you where we keep the med pack.” I reply, finishing my cup of caf and putting it with the rest of the crew’s dirty dishes. “C’mon, it’s this way.”


As Ezra and I walk out of the galley toward the fresher where the med pack was stored, I can’t help but notice Hera whispering to Kanan, followed by Kanan locking eyes with me. 


Well, I guess Kanan knows now. This’ll be interesting.


********************


After handing Ezra the med pack, I step out of the fresher and into the hall. I start heading toward my cabin, intending to grab my helmet from where I’d left it, but I hear Ezra calling me before I can get too far.


“Hey, um, Sabine? Could I, uh, have some help with this?”


I turn around to see Ezra standing in the fresher doorway, in a short sleeved orange shirt instead of his jacket, which I assume he had taken off. His left hand is rubbing the back of his neck, and he refuses to meet my eyes, making me believe he’s embarrassed for asking me for help. Despite wanting more time to decompress from the day’s events so far, I take pity on him.


“Sure, what do you need help with?” I sigh, walking back toward the fresher.


“I actually need some help getting a bacta pad on it. It hurts to pinch these fingers together, so I can’t rip the packet open.”


“You sure you want my help? I mean, I can go get Hera. I’m pretty sure she’s still in the galley.”


“I’m sure. Please, Sabine?”


The pleading look in his startlingly blue eyes pierces into me for a second or two, until I finally give in. What’s the worst that can happen anyway? Maybe this’ll give you the chance to get to know him better.


I squeeze into the fresher, the small space not ideal for more than one person at a time. “Okay, hand me the bacta. Where did the bolt hit you?”


“Right here,” he winces slightly, using his left hand to point toward a spot on his arm just above the elbow. Most of his upper arm is covered by his shirtsleeve, but I’m able to just barely see an inflamed section of skin peek out from the hem. 


“Okay, I’ll need to roll up your sleeve to get a better look at the wound. Is that okay?” I look at him carefully, wanting to know he’s okay with me being this close. Normally, I'm not this cautious around someone, especially someone new, but something about this blue-haired boy in front of me prompts me to be more gentle.


‘He could be your soulmate! His name is Ezra, after all, and how many other Ezras have you met?’


A voice that sounds suspiciously like Hera’s zips through my head, much to my chagrin.


Ka’ra, my conversation with Hera earlier is really getting to me. I mentally roll my eyes and dismiss my train of thought, hearing Ezra reply.


“I guess so, yeah. I think the sleeve is sticking to it a little bit though, just so you know.”


“Okay, thanks for letting me know. Tell if it starts stinging a lot while I’m helping you.”


“What, you don’t think I can take a little pain? I’m tougher than that!” 


“We’ll see about that, kid. Now, turn so I can get a better look at that arm.”


Surprisingly obediently, Ezra turns, giving me better access to his wounded arm. As I lift the fabric away from the burn, however, I see handwriting that I instantly recognize, because it’s my own. For, lo and behold, the phrase Pretty gutsy move, kid is written across Ezra’s upper arm in a multicolored script. It’s the very same phrase I’d said to him a few hours ago. No wonder he seemed to be shocked when I said something to him back on Lothal. 


“Hey Sabine, everything okay? I can take care of the burn if it’s bothering you too much. Here, just open the bacta and I can—” My freezing at the sight of his mark finally hits Ezra. Likely assuming the sight of the injury is grossing me out, he turns toward me only to realize I’m looking at his mark. 


“Ezra, y-your mark,” I lightly stammer. “It’s the same thing I said to you back on Lothal. Why didn’t you say something earlier?”


“Well, it’s not like I’ve really had a chance, what with Zeb throwing me in that storage unit and all.” 


“Yeah, I'm sorry about that. Zeb…just gets a little too gruff sometimes. It’s nothing personal.”


“Besides,” Ezra continues. “How was I supposed to start this conversation anyway? ‘Hey, I’m Ezra, and I think we’re soulmates’? Based on earlier, you probably would have punched me, at the very least.”


“Yeah, that’s probably true.” I went back to taking care of his wound, keeping my head down in an attempt to hide my burning cheeks. 


“So…” Ezra starts. “Where’s your mark? You know, just to be sure and all.”


“Oh!” I smack my right hand to my forehead and laugh lightly, in disbelief that I’d forgotten about my own mark. “It’s right here.” I reach my left hand towards him, before he looks at me in confusion.


“So, your mark is on your sleeve?” 


“No, di’kut, it’s on my wrist. You can move my sleeve back to see it.” I laugh again, this time at how literally he’s taking what I’m saying.


Ka’ra, he’s so confused. 


He takes my offered hand ever so gently, as if afraid I’m going to break. Turning my wrist over, he pushes my sleeve back to reveal my mark. As he lays eyes on it for the first time, his eyes widen before he drops my hand in pure shock.


“That-that’s my handwriting. Stars’ end, my handwriting is on your wrist!”


“Apparently so. Well, I guess there’s no denying anything now, is there?”


“I guess not! Wait, let’s try this again.” Ezra turns to face me and extends his right hand, wincing as the motion irritates his injury. “My name’s Ezra, and I think we’re soulmates. What’s your name?” He grins, winking cheekily as he speaks. 


I roll my eyes, smiling at his antics before taking his offered hand. “Hi Ezra, my name is Sabine, and I think we’re soulmates too.” 


However, the simple handshake doesn’t last long. Right after we take hands, he pulls me into a hug, my nose getting buried in his wild hair. It feels awkward at first, but my intuition tells me that with time, and getting to know him more, it won’t feel nearly as awkward. I already feel more comfortable around him, and it’s not even been a full day since we met. 


I may have been apprehensive of whether I would ever find my soulmate, but now I know how it feels to have someone else to fight for. With time, I have a feeling I’ll know how Kanan and Hera feel around each other, but for now, I’m just happy to have found my forever best friend. We might be young now, but I think our newly-formed bond is one that’s likely to last. 


End Notes


Mando'a Translations:
-- Dar'manda = Someone who is considered a traitor by other Mandalorians
-- Shebs = Backside, rear
-- Di'kut = Idiot
-- Ka'ra = Stars
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Summary


Lothal is finally free from the Empires grasp, but dark days still lie ahead. Sabine has a tough path forward as her family fractures and her life unravels around her.


All the while she is forced to come to terms with the complexity of her relationship with her now missing friend...


This Weapon is Your Life
Chapter 1 - This Weapon is Your Life


Sabine mourns the loss of her friends, Kanan and Ezra are gone. Lothal celebrates around her whilst her own world starts to unravel one thread at a time.








Sabine turned over the smooth metal in her hands. She ran her fingers along the edges of the hilt lightly tracing every imperfection, dent and scratch the Saber had endured over the years. It had certainly seen some history, truth be told most of that history involved her in some way or another.


Sabine knew she could easily hold her own in nearly any fight, as could any Mandalorian, but more often these past few months she'd found herself being shielded from harm behind it's harsh emerald glare. She used to get annoyed when Ezra got in the way, but she couldn't help but realize that he had matured, both in attitude and skill, she had to admit that together they made a pretty good team.


She ran her thumb slowly and carefully across the activator, not enough to ignite it, but just enough to feel the rough and well worn surface. It was heavier than the Darksaber, she thought, as she apprehensively lifted it out of her lap, of that much she was certain, yet to her it was no less familiar and just as elegant. What it lacked in artistic flare it made up for in sentiment and memories.


Kanan had once told Ezra "This weapon is your life".


She couldn't help but feel like, at this point, this was all she had left of him.


She'd sat in her cabin on the ghost for what felt like nearly an hour now, repeating this silent ritual. Inspecting the Lightsaber, turning it over in her hands and getting lost in the details and vivid memories from a happier time. Wilfully letting her emotions blend the seconds into minutes, and soon enough the minutes into hours.


She should have been in the cockpit celebrating with the rest of the crew. Last time she saw them they were still looking down at the streets of Lothal, filled with an impromptu assembly as Hera made loops around the city, to the applause and admiration of a now liberated people.


But this room, and this moment, were the only places she could bear to be.


…


...


'Lothal was finally free'


What Ezra had helped her set in motion for her people, she had helped him achieve for his.


'That still doesn't come close to settling the debt I owe him...'


The Empire wasn't gone entirely, a few holdouts remained scattered across the planet. But for all intents and purposes, they were finished. With the destruction of the Imperial Dome and the loss of the 7th Fleet, the Empire had lost the strategic foothold they once held.


The value the Empire originally saw in Lothal was all but destroyed. The Jedi Temple had been sealed to the annals of time and mythology, the only evidence that it had ever existed to begin with was a small marker on the ground and the memories she held.


The factories that had previously belched toxic fumes, scarring Lothal's beautiful surface and staining the sky were currently being liberated and repurposed by a workforce that for the first time in decades, didn't have blasters aimed at their backs. Whatever plans the Empire had for Lothal, they had ended with the destruction of the dome.


Even if they could regain control, they would have to start from scratch. Decades of infrastructure and investment had been lost. Whether that meant they would just leave them alone however, remained to be seen.


'The Empire isn't known for it's live and let live attitude'


Yet a thought still swept through her mind, one of hope.


'Mandalore's still around. We're in complete open rebellion, against the Empire…
We killed their puppet governor, even took out a Star Destroyer right over Sundari'


Sure they've not given up the fight yet, but there's something unusually subdued compared to the brutality and ruthlessness she knew they were more than capable of.


They had the resources and firepower to wipe Mandalore clean, lay its cities low and render the planet back to the dust from whence it came, and yet so far they had only reinforced Sundari.


Of course the more pessimistic outlook that her mother had taken is that they were simply biding their time. Civil War raged across the planet and surrounding systems as Bo Katan vied for control of the various Houses and Clans, perhaps the Empire were simply willing to let them slaughter each other…


'Why waste Stormtroopers and Star Destroyers when they could simply arm and turn some of the more loyal houses against us?'


Her mind flickered away from her people and back to Lothal. There would be time to think about Mandalore in the future, her standing with her people had always been contentious, even more so now than before. It felt to her like she was always being torn between the responsibilities that were expected of her as the daughter of Ursa Wren, and the responsibilities that she herself had chosen. But life and this moment she currently lived in were already complicated enough without carrying two burdens, so she moved those thoughts deep to the back of her mind and renewed her focus once again on the present.


At least for now, Lothal would remain free from the Empire's grasp, that reprise, no matter how brief, would last as long as she could make it. It had to. She owed them, and him, that much.


Her thoughts drifted back to the Saber and her missing friend. Once more she turned over the hilt in her hands, carefully inspecting every element she could discern in the dimly lit room which admittedly wasn't much. Her tired eyes and the low lighting made for a poor combination. She knew she couldn't see much at all of the Saber, yet she still clung to it all the same.


She tried thinking back to happier times. Sparring with Kanan and Ezra. Kanan had always taken their sparring sessions very seriously which usually ended up with her in the dirt or with a Saber to her throat in less than a minute, if she were lucky. But she always felt that Ezra deliberately slowed himself down to give her a chance. She could remember his cheeky grin and laughable attempts to cheer her up when she'd make a mistake and expose herself. He was still quick to capitalize on those mistakes of course and won more fights than he lost, but something in the back of her mind was telling her that he was dragging it out far longer than he needed to.


This Saber in her hands represented many of the good memories of their past, not just the sparring, but the deep conversations, the hushed discussions about what a future without the Empire could be like. This Saber had been there for nearly all of it.


Her mind settled on another memory...


'That night on Krownest…'


She had kept coming back to that night over and over again for the past few months. Brief flashes of falling snow, conversation barely louder than a whisper and an unmistakable warmth that shouldn't have been possible on a freezing balcony. But right now the usual comfort it brought had been replaced by a callous emptiness.


Whilst she inspected the Saber she let her mind wander back through the events of the day, trying to come to terms with the chaos that had consumed their lives.


Her breath hitched and her chest tightened as she remembered those agonizing final moments. Her inner turmoil was far from resolved, her emotions raging just beneath the surface. Sabine was good at suppressing her feelings, but right now her façade was failing.


'There was no chance Ezra had made it off the Chimaera before the jump...'


She already knew that he was going to face Thrawn, that alone worried her beyond measure. Thrawn was ruthless, cunning, calculating and everything a buckethead wasn't. He was one of the most dangerous adversaries they had ever faced. Perfectly capable of picking them to pieces with a cold indifference to collateral damage. But somewhere deep inside she'd figured Ezra would find a way out.


'He always found a way out'


The final look they had shared spoke more than words could ever amount to.


In that instant she'd seen resolve, and an almost pleading from Ezra. She was the only one that could have stopped him. Hera for all her love and protection had said her piece and considered the matter settled, But Sabine knew him far better than that. With one look she knew what he planned to do.


He knew the path ahead and whilst she wanted, like Hera, to keep him safe, she understood his need to protect his home, his friends and more importantly his family.


'I… I couldn't deny him that…'


But that all fell apart when she saw the Purrgil.


The sudden realization in that moment, that this would be the end.


She began to relive the painful memory, the Saber weighing heavily in her hands as the memories flooded back, still fresh and raw.


"Ezra, Please! Get out of there!"


Begging him with more emotion than she would normally ever reveal. This was her fault. She had let him go in that crucial moment. She wasn't sure if she could convince him to stay, but she damn well sure could have stopped him, by force if necessary.


'If only I'd stopped him, maybe he would have found another way'


…


His response over the comm link had confirmed what she had feared, he always knew where his path would lead him, and he followed it all the same...


"I can't do that. It's up to all of you now. And remember, the Force will be with you. Always…"


'Spoken with the same certainty Kanan had spoken with before…'


…


Sabine's final barriers started to crumble as the Hilt started to shake in her grip. Tears began to sting at the edges of her eyes, begging to be released. Her breath became irregular and staggered as she fought to suppress her emotion.


...


Just like that her companion, her confidant and her closest friend was gone. Leaving behind his life in her hands.


Nobody could be certain where the Purrgil had taken him, the trajectory led to the Unknown Regions, but without a tracker onboard the ship she couldn't be sure. There were thousands upon thousands of uncharted systems. More than could be searched in several lifetimes. Without a proper course and an exit point, they would be searching nearly hopelessly amongst the stars.


The idea that he was out there somewhere, in the vast expanse of space, alone. Sabine couldn't bear to dwell on the thought.


And yet her mind kept coming back to just that.


Ezra's biggest fear was always being alone, losing his parents at such a young age must have been difficult, but something even Sabine had recognized is the way he clung desperately to his new family aboard the Ghost.


'In a way Hera and Kanan had finished raising him'


His biggest fear was always losing this new family and being alone again.


…


'And now he truly was…'


…


Her final barrier failed as her hands shook and her knuckles tightened on the hilt, turning a pale white as the near silent patter of tears striking metal filled the cabin.


She couldn't stay in here forever, but she could stay just a little longer.


"Sabine?" a voice softly called.


"Sabine are you in there?" Hera repeated, apprehensive of the reaction or potential disaster she was about to walk in on.


'If she's painting then barging in probably isn't the best idea… Maybe she's just sleeping? she'd deserve it more than anyone after the day we've had' Hera mused.


Hera considered leaving her be, the thought had crossed her mind to let the crew sleep for the rest of the day. Everyone was exhausted after all, but to her surprise most of the crew and their friends had filtered out into the crowds the moment they touched down.


They had won after all. It had taken them years of losses, setbacks and heartbreak but finally the Empire had been defeated on Lothal.


Something however still concerned her, it had been two hours since she'd noticed Sabine slink away from the cockpit without so much of a word. Sabine was always a reserved and private person, but whilst the rest of the crew were celebrating their victory, Sabine had opted to retreat to her quarters.


Even if she were just being her usual reclusive self, she'd say where she was going or what she was doing. Sabine wasn't one to share emotions, but she certainly kept people updated on where she would be, mostly out of a need to prevent them from disturbing her, something Chopper regularly ignored...


To leave without a single word or warning as to where she was going... that was unusual.


'Sabine… are you okay?' She thought… she knew better than to ask the Mandalorian a silly question like that, but she was still concerned nonetheless. After all, this was one of her children, adoptive of course, but one of hers all the same.


She had landed the Ghost 30 minutes ago, to a mass of people all in varying levels of excitement and joy, a few drunks too of course, but it wouldn't be a proper celebration without them.


They had freed Lothal and a deeply grateful people had surrounded the ghost to show their support and rather loud appreciation. Cheers and chants echoed through the streets as Bars, Restaurants and Cafes went into overdrive to serve the crowds, some of them even generously waiving fees and tabs, just throwing their stock out to the people in celebration.


'It wasn't every day you overthrew the Empire… Might as well make it a good one' She lightly chuckled.


Hera just hoped she would be able to keep them Off the ghost. More than a few had tried to treat her ship like a glorified museum exhibit. Something that made Hera's blood boil. This was her ship and her home. It wasn't some guided tour for people to wander through. Luckily Chopper had figured out early on that a few of the locals were a bit too eager and sealed the ramp before they could flood it.


The rest of the crew had opted to leave and celebrate out in the city, Rex, Zeb and Hondo were busy drinking themselves under the table in a bar just across the street, Melch had gone with them, but knowing the bar they were in well enough, she knew that Melch had automatically lost before they'd even began. The bar was a standing bar with exceptionally high counters and tables. Something she was sure Hondo and at least Zeb had known before they took his wager...


'My money is on Rex…' Hera smiled, she knew better than to bet against an old timer. He'd stay above the table purely out of pride and spite if he had to. He definitely wouldn't allow himself to be beaten by Zeb, or Hondo for that matter. Though either of them would give him a run for his hard earned money.


Pirates and Lasats weren't exactly known for being lightweights.


Kallus and Ryder on the other hand were much more focused. They had instead opted to head for the Imperial garages, a large contingent of Stormtroopers and equipment remained there being held at blaster by the overly "enthusiastic" people of Lothal. If only to try and defuse the tension and secure the prisoners, Ryder decided someone with actual experience would be needed. Kallus on the other hand had loftier ambitions... if they could convince some of the troopers to defect then Lothal wouldn't be starting entirely from scratch when it came to defense and policing.


This was made easier by the fact Lothal was a major imperial recruiting station in this sector, many of the Stormtroopers were already Lothal natives, the officers may be a problem, the Empire tended to ship them in from the Inner rim and the Core. For the Empire, family name, prestige, loyalty and political connections mattered more than skill or talent, so convincing any of the officers or upper command, that survived the Dome, would be difficult. But the average Stormtrooper would at least hear them out.


For all of Ryder's pomp and Kallus' ruthless calculation, they really were quite effective. They both understood the finer details of strategy. Hera and the others knew how to wage a war, and clearly how to win one. But it would be up to them to tie up the loose ends and secure Lothal's long term future.


But either way, for now it was just Hera and Sabine left on the Ghost. Which brought Hera's wandering mind back to her current predicament...


"Sabine?..." She softly called, one last time.


Silence rang back from the durasteel door.


'Karabast Sabine… You're really going to make me come in there… Well here goes…'


Hera braced herself for the expletives inevitably about to be hurled in her direction as she keyed in her command override to the door panel. Half of the words she could never understand, Sabine regularly dipped into her native tongue of Mando'a when she was angry, Hera had picked up a few words here and there, but not as many as she'd have liked.


Hera took one final breath, she didn't like using her override on the crew, they were family at this point, and especially not with Sabine.


'There are easier ways to get myself killed…'


With a quick flourish of the keypad the door near effortlessly swooshed open, revealing a dark room, Hera could barely make out the figures inside.


A bag here, a small pile of papers, maybe a canvas or two. It was hard to tell.


What she could see even in the darkness were the paintings across the walls, the dim light from the corridor grazed a few of Sabine's masterpieces. Not quite enough to reveal all of the stunning detail and colour, but enough to show just how much effort Sabine had put into her room.


The walls were covered in decorative pieces, some emblematic of her time on the Ghost, others carefully crafted vistas of the many planets they had visited.


Hera chuckled lightly as her eyes met the back wall, of course most of these were beautiful, but her anti imperial pieces were more… on the aggressive side, and perhaps a little too crude for her tastes.


She had long given up trying to keep her paintings relatively 'clean' aboard the Ghost. Sabine was a free spirit at heart, and her cabin was a perfect expression of that.


Edging carefully into the room, Hera dipped her head forward first, crossing the invisible barrier between the safety of the corridor and the uncertainty of Sabine's quarters. She could hear her heart beating heavily as she inched through the doorway.


As her eyes slowly adjusted she glanced at the bed, which was surprisingly empty.


'Huh, maybe she actually isn't in here?' she thought silently.


Hera was about to leave to grab her commlink when she noticed the Helmet sat on a small table.


Her brow gently furrowed. Not in annoyance, but rather in confusion.


'If her Helmet is here, where is Sabine?' She thought. It was unlike the Mandalorian to leave her helmet behind, if she'd ventured into the city she would have certainly taken it.


Her eyes quickly scanned across the room, it wasn't just the helmet...


Pieces of equipment and armour littered the floor, hastily removed and abandoned on the harsh metal surface.


Hera could barely make out the outline of a belt with two holsters, the grips of Sabine's signature Westars poking out from the crumpled mess of fabric and leather.


Just next to it lay one of her Vambraces, discarded in the same unceremonious fashion.


It was unlike Sabine to remove her equipment during the day, and to leave it just lying on the floor no less… Something was wrong.


She leaned in further, looking down to her right… And then she saw her...


Sabine sat, nestled tightly into the corner of the wall, her head half buried between the wall and her chest, whilst her knees were weakly tucked in toward her midsection, her legs gingerly reached outwards further into the centre of the room.


Her hair lay mangled across her face, almost completely masking her unconscious exhausted expression and raw eyes.. Almost, but not quite. Hera may have only glanced, but the sight she was looking at was all too familiar and far too personal.


This is nearly exactly what she had looked like after...


...


...


Kanan.


...


...


It felt like time had stood still. In that moment Hera was overwhelmed with a rush of unwelcome emotion.


'How should I handle this? Should I wake her? Move her to her bed? Or perhaps the best thing is just to stay out of her way… '


Sabine was a tough young woman, that much was true for anyone on board the ghost, they were all tough, but Sabine especially. Hera had always known that expressing emotions was hard for her, not just because she was a Mandalorian. Sabine was a rather special case.


She tended to bottle everything up, suppressing and pressuring her feelings down over and over again until her futile attempt to avoid them exploded out into the world.


Hera edged ever closer, careful not to disturb her. A slight glint reached out from her chest. Hera cocked her head slightly to the left and leaned closer to get a better look.


Her hand reached to cover her mouth, yet she knew her pained expression would have been easily visible had the young girl not been passed out and collapsed in the corner.


Sabine's hands were loosely wound around a lightsaber… Ezra's lightsaber.


Hera knew Sabine. She knew she wasn't going to take this well, but nothing could have prepared her for this. Seeing Sabine in so much pain, completely vulnerable.


No Blasters, no Vambraces, her armour strewn haphazardly around the room. Discarded without a second thought.


The loss of Kanan had saddened and enraged Sabine, she foolishly lashed out trying to hurt the Empire… but this was... something different.


'This was despair'


Hera slowly knelt down, edging closer to the young Mandalorian. She'd never seen her this vulnerable, she knew Kanan and Ezra had broken through to her before Mandalore, Kanan had returned shaken and silent that night. It had taken hours of prying and careful questioning to get him to reveal Sabine's turmoil, and even then he was tight lipped as to the details.


Kanan and herself had tried comforting Sabine after it all came out, years of pent up rage, sadness and shame had finally been released. But the only person who could get through to her had been Ezra.


Hera stared at her friend, her daughter in all but name. Regret filled her eyes as she looked down upon her lithe form. 'If this is the price my family has to pay to defeat the Empire, could it truly be worth it?' Hera already knew the answer, of course it was. With or without her these people would still have fought the Empire. They fought for what was right together, as a family. But it didn't help her from feeling at least somewhat responsible for how everything had turned out...


'I know it hurts Sabine, but it's going to hurt a lot more if you accidentally ignite that…' Hera knelt down and slowly, but cautiously, pried the Saber out of her hands, careful not to wake her.


'I can't.. I can't lose another today, especially not to an accident'


She gently placed the Saber on the table next to her helmet and silently retraced her steps back out of the room.


She knew better than to let her know she had seen her like this.


Sabine had retreated in here for a reason, and now Hera knew why.


THUNK…


"Kawabassst"


Sabine opened her eyes to the darkened room. A small glint of light beat from her holo, reverberating around the cabin, dancing a faint blue hue across the walls in a rhythmic and predictable pattern, evidently she had a message, she wouldn't be reading it any time soon…


Other than that the room was nearly in complete darkness.


The sound of feet shuffling loudly against metal rudely interrupted her thoughts. Someone must have returned, Zeb by the sounds of it.


"Heeeeyyy Choppa", the slurred words cut through the silence, what followed afterwards nearly brought a smile to her face.


BZZZZZZZZZZZZT


"I'll g… get… you back fur thaaat when I'm so.. Sober"


With another loud bang and some laboured movement she could hear Zeb crash through into his cabin. An eerie silence descended over the Ghost once again. She was used to hearing the Ghost quiet, but something about this silence felt wrong. There was a permanence to it that left her deeply uncomfortable.


Her mind slowly picked up the pace as the silence dragged on.


'His cabin…'


For nearly as long as she can remember now that particular room was shared. Countless arguments, Jokes and playful fighting between two of her friends, her family. But now it would just be Zeb, alone.


'Perhaps that's why he came back drunk tonight' she mused. 'Not the worst idea…'


Sabine had no idea how long she had been out for. Her Vambraces or her Helmet could tell her the time, as could her Holo, but she didn't have the energy nor the care to reach for them and find out.


Her head hung low over her chest as her exhaustion caught up with her. The wheels of her mind barely turned as time itself seemed to stand still.


She leaned her head closer into the wall and closed her eyes, her hands went to tighten around the Saber...


THE SABER!


Sabine's eyes shot open. In a sudden her heart was racing.


Her eyes darted downwards towards her hands.


'It's gone….'


If the Saber wasn't here where was it? How could she be such a Di'kut to lose something so important! (Di'kut - Mando'a for "idiot") The last thing she remembered was clutching at it desperately until… She must have passed out?


Could she just be sleeping, have they even gone on their mission yet?


Maybe it was just a dream, just another night terror…


Her spirits lifted for a momentary reprieve.


…


...


Then the doubt crept back in, and slowly it all came crashing back down as she slumped further into the wall.


…


...


'But then where… where is he? He could always sense these things, it started on Krownest and then Mandalore, since then he was always by my side for this. I'd hoped it would be the last time I'd have to deal with my nightmares alone…'


Tears tugged once again at the corners of her eyes.


No… no… She knew herself better than to get carried away in fleeting hopeful thoughts. Especially when all of the evidence around her pointed to the same conclusion.


Her armour still lay in shambles across the floor, her hair roughly strewn across her face, and her head lay resting against a durasteel wall, not against her pillow, or a shoulder.


She may be exhausted, but she could still feel the inner turmoil. She might have a hard time stomaching reality, but she knew she had to accept it all the same.


With a small sigh she began to crawl out of her position. Standing on her feet she flipped the lights. The harsh bulbs flickered rudely into existence. They were on a relatively dim setting, but for eyes as tired and accustomed to the dark as hers it was still painful.


She spotted the Saber shimmering on her table, right next to her helmet.


'This isn't where I left you…' she quietly mused.


She might be tired, but she remembered well enough.


The rest of her belongings however were exactly where she'd left them. Her helmet lay on its side on the table, her Vambrace and Holsters just piled randomly across the floor. Pieces of armour and a pauldron jutting out from the flat surface. Her mind fluttered back to earlier when she had paced backwards and forwards, tearing off equipment in a confused rage until she had finally collapsed into the corner. The state of her room left a lot to be desired.


She could deal with the Vambraces and her armour later. She was safe aboard the Ghost, but the Mandalorian inside of her still felt a little safer with her belt and holsters so she crouched down and rescued them from the cold floor. Reattaching them in a single smooth motion without even thinking. She moved closer to the table and with an audible sigh, she leaned over and took her helmet into her hands.


With a laboured motion she donned her Helmet and stared down at the table. The Lightsaber still glinting in the dim cabin light. Reaching out lightly with her hands she lifted it off the counter, clipping it to her belt. She wasn't sure why she was taking it with her, but it felt wrong to leave it behind.


With a final long breath Sabine steeled herself to re-join the outside world. Her inner thoughts still betrayed her, a storm of emotion and conflict brewed beneath the surface. Her crumbling façade being protected by her helmet as she hovered her hand over the door controls.


With a single forceful motion the door flew open and Sabine walked out into the corridor.


She glanced around, the other cabins were closed and silent, even Zeb's cabin was devoid of it's usual loud snoring, though she was sure he was in there.


She moved slowly and silently towards the cockpit. The unsettling silence occasionally interrupted by muffled speaking. There was a voice, it was dulled and far too quiet to make out, but something felt familiar about it.


As she got closer to the door the words became clearer and more defined, It was Ezra's voice coming from the same Holo recording they had watched earlier. She could picture the cheeky grin, the radiant smile and his distinctive blue sapphire eyes.


She removed her helmet and rested the side of her head softly against the door, now she could hear his words clearly reverberating through the durasteel.


...


"If you're watching this recording then I owe you an explanation…"


"There were several paths in front of me... While this wasn't the one I wanted to take, it's what I had to do. That's something Kanan taught me."


"I'm going to miss you all."


"Zeb you can have the top bunk back… For now."


"Hera I left a Meiloorun in your cabin, I hope it's still your favourite."


"Sabine, don't forget, I'm counting on you."


"I couldn't have wished for a better family. I can't wait to come home."


…


The words echoed in her mind, her thoughts mulling over the implication. Really to her there was only one line that mattered.


"Sabine, don't forget, I'm counting on you."


She hadn't quite decided what those words meant yet, to her, to Lothal or the crew. But they filled her with a resolve that calmed her nerves, at least temporarily.


"I'm counting on you."


And with that Sabine placed her helmet back over her head, hovering her hand just over the cockpit door controls. It was finally time for her to reconnect with the world. She knew she hadn't even begun to deal with the troubles that brewed inside her mind, but Ezra was counting on her, her family were counting on her, and that is all that mattered.


Ezra's Counting On Us
Chapter 2 - Ezra's Counting On Us


Sabine and Hera come to some unwelcome conclusions concerning Ezra, The Rebellion and their Future.


Hera made a loud and prolonged sigh as she raised her hands in frustration towards the star chart. She was alone in the cockpit, so the emotional displays were entirely self serving, but it still helped her vent a small amount of what she was feeling.


The final trajectory of the Chimaera had thrust the 7th Fleet deep into the Unknown regions. With no way of telling where they dropped out of Hyperspace, the chances of tracking down their destination were incredibly slim. They could have landed at any one of thousands of uncharted star systems. The endless possibilities made a search not just impractical, but nearly impossible.


'That and it was a completely blind jump... on a heavily damaged Star Destroyer...'


The thought had crossed her mind, however briefly, that Ezra might not have made it to wherever the Purrgil were taking them. The Unknown Regions were full of star clusters, black holes, uncharted planets and dangerous phenomena. Hundreds of ships went missing and were destroyed every year just trying to explore the edges of the expanse.


But she still had some hope that Ezra was alive, wherever he had ended up. She desperately wished he had survived the jump. Losing Kanan was already hard enough, she didn't want to even consider that she might have just lost her son. Even if he wasn't her son by blood, Ezra had been practically adopted into her makeshift family, being the youngest of the Ghost Crew she had become incredibly protective of him.


For the last 20 minutes Hera had been playing the audio of his final message on repeat in the cockpit as she pored over every detail the star charts and her own sensor logs could muster.


'I can't wait to come home'


The sound of his voice and his certainty helped her focus on the task at hand. It was difficult watching her family be torn apart for the second time in just under a week, but there was still so much work to be done. She even knew that analysing the star charts was hopeless, she had reached that sullen conclusion more than an hour ago.


'Ezra… Where did you go?' She thought as she lightly traced her finger across the screen.


At this point she was just going through the motions. Glancing between maps and sensor logs hoping to see a miracle that she was certain wouldn't be there.


The Holo sent a quick flash of blue throughout the room that reflected off the cockpit glass, giving Hera a brief and unwelcome glance at her own exhausted state. Deep bags hung under her eyes, her usual cheerful and motherly expression replaced with one of tiredness and a dulled pain.


'Karabast… I look terrible' She thought as she saw a flickering reflection of herself in the glass. As soon as it had arrived it had disappeared being replaced by the faint outline of buildings and streets from their perch in Capital City.


The last few weeks, Kanan's death, the pressure and responsibility that clung to her even now had weighed heavily over her. Sleep had always been elusive, but now it was practically non existent. On the few occasions where she did drift off into the void it was far from peaceful.


Her night terrors revolved entirely around one event, an instance that would be forever burned into memory. One of sacrifice and unbridled pain. It wasn't so much that she couldn't sleep, it was more that she was afraid to, knowing she would have to see his eyes again in that final moment.


But even though the past week had been tough on her, her resolve and determination to finish the mission, for Kanan and for her family had seen her through the worst. With Lothal free she could finally grieve, mourn her losses and begin to piece everything back together.


She walked back to the front of the cockpit and settled down in the pilot's seat, taking a cursory glance at the display. Really she shouldn't have bothered, this was the 11th message they had sent her today. She still checked regardless due to the slim chance it could be Ezra, but something nagged at the back of her head told her that it was going to be a while until, or rather if, that dream ever became a reality.


This was the 11th message from a heavily encrypted source hailing from Yavin IV. Rebel High Command wanted an update and a full debriefing on the day's events, the Empire were heavily suppressing news of Lothal's apparent liberation outside of the system, but the Rebellion had plenty of sources that Hera was sure even she didn't know about. The nature of the beast was one of compartmentalization, a necessary evil to protect the mission and the Rebellion, but one that still frustrated her nonetheless. There could be Rebel couriers and agents on Lothal and in Capital City right now, and she would be none the wiser.


'Turns out even becoming a General STILL doesn't earn you trust…' She bitterly mused.


She understood that it was a necessary part of operating a Rebellion, but she had hoped that they would at least make her aware of ongoing operations on Lothal.


'Not that they'd been any damn help.'


She still hadn't opened the video portion of the message, but that would wait until tomorrow. She didn't have the energy to deal with whatever details or orders lay within. She still had responsibilities outside of Lothal and her family, she wasn't prepared to abandon the Rebellion entirely, there were thousands of planets just like Lothal that needed her help, including Ryloth. But she simply couldn't bring herself to deal with it today.


For now she decided to just sit and watch through the glass, she leaned forwards and flipped a switch stopping Ezra's recording before it could repeat, taking the time to collect her thoughts and try to centre herself in the way Kanan had taught her. Though she never was particularly good at that…






Sabine keyed the cockpit door controls and stood still as the two Durasteel panels slowly parted, she would be lying if she said she wasn't nervous, scared even of what she might find inside, but the helmet was good for more than just stopping Blasters.


'Here goes nothing'


She stepped forward into the cockpit, immediately spotting Hera sitting in the pilots seat staring out toward an inky black expanse dotted with the dancing lights of speeders and billboards. Some of the billboards were still playing Imperial Propaganda that evidently nobody had gotten around to removing yet. It was mesmerising looking at Lothal without the Empire's power restrictions. With the factories offline and the Imperial Dome gone the city was vibrant even at night.


'Though it could do with a little more colour'


Heras voice pierced the awkward silence as Sabine continued to inch forward.


"If you're drunk go to bed. If you're sorry, I haven't had time to think about it yet".


'If I'm sorry? What are you kriffing talking about Hera...' Sabine thought as she walked more confidently into the room, taking a glance at the illuminated star charts on the left, the displays alternating between various star systems and course projections.


Even from a brief glance she could see the listing of possible planets on the trajectory… 16,839 orbital bodies… In the known charts alone… Granted not all of them would be habitable, plenty of them might even be large moons or anomalies but with the incredibly limited information they had, the odds were already slanted heavily against them.


"What would I have to be sorry about?" Sabine asked whilst crossing her arms.


"Oh… Sabine, I thought you were Chopper." Hera chuckled lightly, not breaking her gaze from the city in front of them.


Sabine moved forward and sat down gracefully into the co-pilots chair, bringing her knees round to face Hera and letting her legs dangle off the side, leaning further into the back of the chair with her head lazily turned toward Hera.


"Okay, well I'm not drunk, and I'm not Chopper, but what have you got against Chop other than the fact he's a murderous little terror bot?" Sabine jabbed, her sarcasm practically pouring off of the words.


"WELL, he's in my bad books right now, He knew exactly what Ezra was planning and he didn't tell me a kriffing thing about it" Hera growled in response.


'Wow... Hera swore… That bucket of bolts really is in trouble…'


Sabine wasn't force sensitive but she could hear the irritation radiating off her words, Hera wasn't mad at her, she knew that, but Chopper was definitely in trouble, or at least more trouble than usual.


Sabine decided to try a more diplomatic approach, tensions may be running high but she knew Hera couldn't blame herself or Chopper. If anything she thought she was more to blame for distracting the crew as he crawled out the vent…


"Fair enough, but I don't think you could have stopped him Hera" Sabine softly replied, trying to subtly redirect her anger.


"I don't know, maybe, maybe not" Hera huffed. "But until Chopper gives me a grovelling apology he's in the cargo hold, no exceptions". Hera stated icily, Sabine could tell she was serious about the last part, but usually Chopper apologized within the day so she wouldn't have to wait long to see him around the ship again.


Sabine forced a light laugh out, mostly to keep up appearances. It was normally funny seeing Hera struggle to keep Chopper in line, but tonight the usual humour was falling flat. They both sat in a quiet silence, neither of them feeling the need to fill it with conversation.


Hera lazily glanced over towards Sabine, taking in the sight of the young Mandalorian. She noticed that several pieces of armour were missing, she still had her holster and blasters, and she'd kept her helmet on which was unusual given she's on the Ghost... But she was definitely messier and less 'organized' than normal.


There was one final piece to the ensemble that she could make out, just on the edge of her thigh, clipped neatly to her belt was Ezra's Lightsaber…


Before Hera could direct the conversation to something more light hearted or optimistic the silence was interrupted.


…


…


"I know we're not going after him."


"I looked at the charts Hera…"


...


…


Hera's mouth dropped open in shock. She was surprised Sabine would be so forward with this issue in particular, knowing what she saw earlier, but then she did always respect her for getting to the point. She juggled the various responses in her head before she settled with responding in kind. She knew she had to be honest in return.


"I didn't want to admit it, but yes... you're right." Hera sighed whilst pinching the bridge of her nose.


Another silence threatened to engulf the cockpit before Hera decided to take the reins.


"It's not that I don't want to." Hera started, leaving a brief pause to add weight to her words. "Believe me Sabine - the first thing I wanted to do is rush off after that Star Destroyer, but I've spent hours and hours going over the star charts and their last known trajectory... Sabine… there's tens of thousands of possible systems on that trajectory alone, and we don't even know where he's come out of hyperspace" Hera continued her voice cracking and gradually taking on a sombre tone.


Hera let the silence hang in the air just a little longer, taking a nervous glance toward Sabine to gauge her reaction. She honestly didn't know how Sabine would take this news, she had her fears based on what she'd seen earlier, but instead of rage or pain all she got in return was her reflection in her visor. Sabine just sat staring at her. The passive response was actually starting to unnerve her, such a measured and calm response from Sabine was practically unheard of. Taking another breath she decided to continue.


"It would take hundreds of years to search through what we already know is out there, and even more of it is completely uncharted, really we'd only be scratching the surface."


"Now I'd still do it Sabine, you know I would, but…"


Hera's voice gave one final crack before giving out entirely, she felt a lump in her throat pushing against the conversation, each word getting harder and harder until she could no longer carry on.


…


...


"I know Hera… I… I know..."


…


"Sabine, I just wanna make sure that you know I'd do anything for him, he's family, I know how much he means to you".


'Kriff Hera you've got no idea'


"If we get any leads, any signals, any ANYTHING Sabine, I'll be right there with you, you know that right?"


…


"I know… It's okay…" Sabine practically whispered.


Hera let a rueful smile replace her pained expression. She couldn't help but feel proud of her little girl. Having seen Sabine earlier she knew that there was a great deal of sorrow and pain hidden beneath the blank expression of her helmet.


'She's probably wearing her helmet right now for that very reason…'


They shared the moment together for what felt like an eternity, their silent stare filled with a knowing and understanding that could only be found amongst family.


Sabine finally broke the silence again, this time turning back to face Lothal.


"The Empire isn't going to let us just keep Lothal... We need to be ready, Ezra is counting on us" Sabines voice stiffened with resolve as she finished and let the cockpit return to the quiet hums and beeps she was used to.


…


A momentary, genuine smile broke out on Hera's face. Even with her world crashing down around her Sabine had found purpose. That might be all she had left at this point, it certainly was all Hera had left after she lost Kanan. But purpose was good, Hera knew better than most that a distraction and a mission would help Sabine weather the coming storm. Both of them needed distractions right now. But seeing the opportunity to finally steer the conversation in a lighter direction, somewhat at Sabine's expense, she decided to seize it.


…


"Well he's counting on you actually" Hera jabbed with a devilish grin quickly spreading across her face.


"Hera" Sabine groaned, slumping further into the chair.


"Hera you know that's.. Not.. He didn't mean it like… Oh kriff it... I give up…" Sabine stuttered, then gave up, letting out a quiet laugh.


The two women just chuckled as memories and happier thoughts washed over them.


She had gotten used to Hera's not so subtle matchmaking attempts years ago. The Twi'lek had tried on many occasions to push the two friends closer together. It started with shared missions, infiltration jobs and supply runs. Sabine was stubborn at first, trying her best to keep Ezra at arms length, but when she looked back in hindsight she realized it hadn't taken very long for her to start positioning herself for those missions.


And it wasn't just the missions either, Ezra had matured from an infatuated kid into the person she trusted the most. She spent more time with him than anyone else from the Ghost Crew. And it wasn't just practice or training either. Spending time with Ezra had become second nature, she had only realized just how connected they were when she had stayed behind on Krownest, she wasn't going to give Hera the satisfaction of admitting that those were some of the loneliest months of her life. Even though she was with her family she had felt like a crucial piece was missing, it took her a few weeks just to realize who that piece was.


"You know what he meant, Hera" Sabine replied monotonously.


Hera loudly snorted and stared straight at Sabine for what felt like a good 10 seconds. For a moment Sabine felt she could almost see through her visor, connecting with her eyes with a knowing glance.


"Oh I'm sure I know what he meant" Hera said, with a grin breaking out across her face.


"I'm not going to win this one am I?" Sabine sighed, knowing full well that Hera wouldn't drop the point until she conceded.


"Not a chance Sabine" Hera quickly countered.


Sabine let out a breath and pressed forward with the point. "Someone has to look after this place, the Empire isn't just going to take this lying down."


Hera decided to stop teasing Sabine and concede the point. "Yeah you're right. We need to be ready. I know Zeb wants to hold Lothal without the Rebellion, but I don't really see how we can... "


Sabine leaned forward slightly in the chair, her back straightening as if preparing for a more professional and perhaps confrontational conversation. A couple of minutes passed as Sabine's back continued to tense and straighten before the silence was interrupted with her response.


"I disagree."


Hera desperately tried to hold back a laugh but couldn't help herself, she burst out laughing, aiming her positive emotions straight at Capital City as she lost control. Sabine was known for her short tempered responses and attitude, and right now she needed a dose of classic Sabine.


"Well that was descriptive, care to say why?" Hera curtly replied, happy to indulge the young Mandalorian. A few seconds passed whilst Sabine sat and collected her thoughts, trying to find the best angle from which to put forward her argument.


"Hera, I'm a rebel through and through" Sabine started, pausing for a second as if to make sure she had Hera's full attention.


"But…" Hera added, giving Sabine the go ahead to continue.


"... But… Those nerfherders had given up on Lothal, they committed a single squadron of X-Wings, which obviously we're grateful for, but after that failed they wanted nothing to do with it, that Draven guy made it perfectly clear he didn't give a Bantha's Ass about Lothal even though we warned them just how dangerous and important Thrawn's Tie Defender plant was.'' Sabine continued, her arms waving around in frustrated motions as she tried to form her response in the least aggressive way possible, trying to channel her visible irritation and subtle fury into motion as opposed to more "colourful" language.


Hera nodded, conceding the point, she certainly hadn't forgotten the Rebellion's response after her Squadron were shot down, they considered the campaign a failure and were ready to cut their losses, something she obviously vehemently disagreed with.


Draven in particular had guaranteed that he wouldn't commit a single X-Wing or Blaster toward the liberation of Lothal or strikes against the Tie Defender plant. She could see some of his reasoning, but she thought it was short sighted. He hadn't flown against the Tie Defender in battle, he had no idea just how devastating that craft would be if it were mass produced.


From the corner of her eye, Hera spotted Sabine staring straight at her, she hadn't continued her point, and Hera knew she had simply nodded in affirmation rather than outwardly agreed, this seemed to stump the Mandalorian, at least temporarily.


'Maybe she was expecting me to disagree with her?'


Sabine finished gauging Hera's response and decided to carry on, "Besides if we scream across the Galaxy that we're 'With the Rebellion' then the Empire will be on our doorstep in a heartbeat with another fleet AND THIS TIME they won't be looking to occupy or conquer. They'll probably just wipe us out from orbit".


Sabine finished her point letting her arms settle back into the chair, she had one more thing to say but she wasn't quite sure if she should say it in front of Hera.


'Oh Kriff it, may as well be honest'


"Ezra didn't do all this so Mothma can use Lothal as some suicidal poster child for her Rebellion and get everybody here killed in the process" Sabine spat with a bitter connotation.


Hera stayed silent for a minute, she could feel the anger rolling off Sabine in that final point. She didn't have quite the disdain for Mon Mothma that Sabine had, her interactions with her had always been reasonable, she mused that perhaps it was a culture clash between the Mandalorian inside Sabine and the calculating politician that was the former senator.


'I'm not dumb enough to suggest that to Sabine though…' Hera grimaced to herself at the thought.


But she also couldn't argue with her analysis. It was part of the reason she was avoiding her debriefing. She knew full well that Mothma would want to leverage this moment for all it was worth. Mothma was always playing the big picture, Lothal from her perspective would be infinitely more useful as a propaganda piece to drive recruitment and cell efforts than as a liberated independent planet.


Hera placed a hand roughly on her temple, leaned forward and let out a groan.


"You're right… I know I shouldn't really agree with you, being a 'General' and all, but no Sabine, you're right…"


Sabine leaned back in the chair a little, relieved that Hera wasn't currently biting her head off and actually saw her point.


"See the Holo" Sabine looked as Hera pointed at the terminal. "I've got 11 messages, maybe 12 at this point, all from Mothma, Draven and the others. They want a full debriefing on the situation here, and I'd bet good credits that Mothma wants some sort of public declaration of support for the Rebellion."


"Uh-Uhmm… Have you responded yet?" Sabine asked anxiously.


"No… I've been ignoring it all day" Hera brought her hand to her mouth to try and stifle her laugh, admitting her laziness to Sabine was actually quite amusing given her rank.


Sabine joined in with the laughter letting it lift her spirits, then she glanced over to Hera, who caught her apprehensive motion.


"Wanna know a secret?" Sabine said with a soft and almost nervous tone.


Hera cocked her head to the left and took in a breath waiting for her to continue.


"So do I, although mine are from my mother" Sabine threw her head back and started chuckling but wasn't paying enough attention to the frown and ugly expression forming on Hera's face.


...


"SABINE WREN!" Hera bellowed, with a furious expression on her face.


…


Sabine's chuckling stopped nearly immediately as her head darted back to Hera obviously not expecting a response like this. Hera could have almost sworn she heard a high pitched squeak come from within her helmet. Before Sabine could respond Hera jumped straight back in.


"Your mother is probably worried sick about you" Hera groaned with her best disapproving tone, crossing her arms and bringing her brows down into a frown.


"Hera, you have CLEARLY never met my mother" Sabine deadpanned.


"I haven't, but she's still your mother Sabine, you shouldn't leave her in the dark on this." Hera exclaimed, thrusting her hands into the air to emphasize her point.


"Well you shouldn't leave the Rebellion in the dark either Hera" Sabine bit back.


"That's completely different, this is about Family Sabine." Hera waved off her retort.


"For all she knows you could be dead right now" Hera finished, still glaring daggers at Sabine. 'When she has to look after kids of her own she'll understand' Hera thought.


"No, I've already sent her a message, Hera, it's fine." Sabine said, a slight hint of annoyance creeping into her voice.


"And let me guess, in typical and classic Sabine Wren fashion it was something short hmm?"


Hera shot a joking, but still half angry look at Sabine, certain she was getting her point across she waited for the girl's response. When nothing came in return she soldiered on.


"Something like 'Don't worry, I'm alive, we beat the Empire', hot or cold there Sabine?" Hera spoke with an accusatory tone, staring at the Mandalorian with the best disapproving eyes she could muster.


Sabine let out a loud sigh and crossed her arms, turning her head away to stare at nothing in particular.


'Textbook Sabine, when you hit the nail on the head she either explodes or goes in a huff...' Hera chuckled internally, really she found the whole situation rather funny, it was classic Sabine after all, but she would still continue her display if only to win the argument and prove her point.


"It's fine Hera, the message covered the basics" Sabine huffed.


"How many times has she tried to call you?" Hera countered.


Sabine mumbled just loud enough to make a noise, but it was nearly completely unintelligible. 'Guess I'll just have to coax it out of her' Hera mused.


"Sorry didn't catch that, guess you should speak up." Hera curtly replied.


"15." Sabine stated, with a sigh and a sense of resignation.


Hera gasped whilst turning her head to stare at Sabine before continuing.


"So your short message was obviously so good, that she's tried to call you 15 times…"


"Kriff Sabine, It's not even been a full day, she's your mother, she's family, she's probably worried sick".


...


"You know what I'm fixing this right now... " Hera broke away from her disapproving stare and leaned forwards toward the controls.


"No no no! Hera.. No, Hera NO!"


Sabine frantically scrambled out of her seat as Hera scrolled through the contacts, settling on a contact Kanan had programmed in after their trip to Krownest. Sabine stopped in an instant as Hera's hand hovered precariously above the call button.


Time seemed to stand still for a second as both women sat in the silence. A tension filled the cockpit as Sabine waited for Hera to make good on her threat. It felt like minutes went by in a dangerous standoff until they were both rudely interrupted by an incoming call.


'Huh Ryder…' Hera thought, 'Duty calls'.


"Saved by the bell Sabine…" Hera spoke with a hint of humour. As she accepted the call, Sabine slumped back down in the seat, her back rapidly losing its straight edge and letting out a sigh of relief.


A holographic Ryder hovered above the central console quickly garnering the attention of the cockpits occupants.


"Hera, Sabine, It's good to see you! I know it's been a long day but I'm having a bit of trouble here down at the Spaceport, they've sealed the blast doors on us and we're struggling to get in."


A brief moment passes as Hera and Sabine look to each other before Ryder continues.


"Normally I'd wait until tomorrow, but there's a lot of Imperial charter ships still docked there, mostly cargo haulers of course, but I don't want to wait and see half of them scurry away with their cargo. That and we could really use the ships… If they start scuttling them there's basically nothing we can do".


Hera crossed her arms and leaned back in her seat, a look of focused concentration spread out across her face as she considered all of the variables.


"No you're making the right call Ryder, unfortunately right now most of the guys are.. Uhm… 'Incapacitated' and Chopper is in the middle of sublight maintenance… The Ghost is out of action for at least the next 2 hours, so I'm not really sure what help we can be". Hera replied with a sad look.


"How many people are we dealing with here?" Sabine inquired.


"15 maybe 20, they're mostly officers who were assigned on the ships who have, ahem, refused, shall we say, to see the light… We've got enough people down here to overrun them if we need to, but we've got nothing to get through those blast doors."


"Sounds like you need someone with a key Ryder, I'm on my way" Sabine finished.


Ryder glanced nervously at Hera who seemed to share the same concern, but given Hera didn't outwardly object he simply ended the conversation with a short "See you soon".


No sooner had the Holo ended, Sabine had eagerly jumped from her seat and rushed off to her quarters, Hera struggling to keep pace behind her.


"Sabine are you sure you're up for this?" Hera softly queried, a concerned look spilling over her face at the sudden change in demeanour from the young Mandalorian.


"Hera, I'm fine. This isn't like Kanan I swear." Sabine bit, cutting directly to the point, not stopping until she reached the familiar durasteel of her cabin door.


Hera waited a few seconds as Sabine opened up her quarters and knelt down to retrieve her equipment. Sabine was rushing through the motions of attaching armour, she just had two pieces left, a Pauldron and her Vambrace when a familiar green hand settled on her shoulder.


"I know that Sabine… I'm just saying, you don't have to go out there if…"


"If you're not ready..."


"I know…" Hera whispered.


Sabine stopped dead in her tracks, one hand on her Vambrace and the other hovering above the Pauldron that still lay on her cabin floor. It was only just dawning on her now that Hera was actually in her quarters, with the adrenaline starting to kick in the connections in her mind finally started to make sense.


'I found Ezra's Saber on the table… I know I didn't leave it there… and I didn't have to unlock the door when I left for the cockpit… Only one person on the ship has the override code…'


'Hera…'


Sabine whirled around to look at Hera, a small drop of anger for invading her privacy but admittedly mostly shame was boiling up inside her screaming to be released. But it instantly evaporated when she saw Hera, still holding her shoulder with a forced smile and single tear streaming down her cheek.


Sabine was stunned. Everything made sense, The Lightsaber making its way to the table… Hera's apprehension talking about Ezra and the future, the fact she never made a comment about her keeping her helmet on this entire kriffing time.


'Hera would have called me mad at least 10 minutes ago if she wasn't already walking on eggshells.'


Hera had seen her at her most vulnerable and hadn't said a word.


Sabine was still nowhere near ready to talk to Hera about that side of her, not yet at least. She hadn't even come to terms with everything herself, it was all so complicated... But she knew what she could do. Dropping her Vambrace back on the floor with a loud clang Sabine leapt forward into Hera's arms.


Hera wasn't quite expecting this reaction, or the hug from Sabine, but she needed it all the same. Breathing heavily she moved to rest her chin on her shoulder and pulled her closer and deeper into the embrace.


"I'll be okay Hera, I promise" Sabine whispered, barely muffled by her helmet and what sounded like tears, though Hera couldn't tell one way or the other.


"I… I know Sabine, just stay safe for me, okay?" Hera's voice croaked as she quietly sobbed. Sabine didn't want to end the moment. But a quick look at her heads up display told her that they had spent nearly 2 minutes like this. Whilst she needed it just as much as Hera did, she had a job to do.


"I will" Sabine replied as she pulled out of Hera's arms and continued attaching the last of her equipment.


"I'll go through the comms and see who is around to help, I know you'd rather I weren't there on the ground, I know my limitations, I'm a pilot first… But maybe Kallus, Wolffe or Hondo could give you an assist?"


Sabine snorted loudly, "Hera, I love you and everything, but if you drag Hondo into this I might just willingly jump in front of a blaster".


Hera laughed whilst leaning into the door, dragging her hand roughly across her eyes to try and clear her tears. She took a deep breath before asking "So what key were you talking about".


"Oh, this one" Sabine laughed whilst tapping the Lightsaber hanging from her hip.


According to Plan
Chapter 3 - According to Plan


Sabine and Ryder try to take back the Space Port, but when does it ever go according to plan?






Just over 20 minutes had passed since Sabine hurriedly left The Ghost, she was rushing through the streets trying her best to avoid the parties and rubble. Nearly everyone had dropped what they were doing to celebrate Lothal's liberation. A celebration that Sabine knew better than most could be very short lived, if the Empire came back in force.


'If all these kriffing idiots weren't in the streets I could have taken a speeder…' Sabine bitterly mused. Normally she'd have been happy enough to head there on foot, it was refreshing to jog through Capital City without the threat of Imperial patrols forcing her into the shadows. But today was different. Nearly every group she ran past tried to stop her in one way or another, some for a quick thanks, others for offers of drinks and invitations to parties.


And worse still there were a few that wanted to thank her in ways more… Physical. The mere thought of some of these drunken fools even coming close to laying their hands on her was repulsive, it was taking all of her self control not to snap.


She rounded the last corner to face a huge crowd of people roughly 400 strong blocking the intersection in front of the Space Port. Each holding a variety of blasters, blades and what looked like rudimentary clubs.


Many of them looked like factory workers, farm hands and your common civilians. A few of the crowd had holsters which indicated they at least wore and carried their blasters regularly, but they were few and far between.


'These civilians are going to get themselves killed…' She muttered to herself, she knew better than to underestimate raw numbers, after all that's why Stormtroopers could be so dangerous. There were easily hundreds of people here ready to take the Space Port, and they would likely succeed. But their obvious lack of combat training worried her.


'They're not even in cover... If they've got any heavy weaponry it's gonna be a slaughter…'


Pushing her way through the crowd Sabine finally made it to the front and towards the familiar and now strained voice of the former, or perhaps now current Governor.


"We will move forwards when help arr… quiet down ple… People peopl… Alright QUIET DOWN!" The exasperated shouting of Ryder drew Sabine quickly to the front of the crowd.


"Having some trouble there Ryder?"


She couldn't pass up the opportunity to have some fun at Ryder's expense, to emphasize her point she crossed her arms and lazily cocked her head to one side, trying her best comic expression. With her helmet on she was well aware that a certain amount of her expression would be down to the intuition of the person she was talking to. Ezra had been able to pick up on all of her moods and visual cues even with the helmet, just the tone of her voice and word choice would have been enough. She was almost ashamed to think that she'd spent so little time getting to know Ryder that she actually worried if he'd see the humour in her actions at all.


Ryder hung his head down and pinched the bridge of his nose. Sabine could have sworn she saw him mutter some local obscenity under his breath but he'd never admit it if she asked, Ryder always tried to be a respectable gentleman first and foremost.


"Sabine… You've got absolutely no idea." Ryder replied, shaking his head.


"Look, Ryder, not to be rude or anything but these people are in no condition for a fight" Sabine pointed back towards the crowds milling in the intersection. She was right of course, every fibre of her being was screaming out to her that this could only end badly.


"Of course, I know that Sabine but what choice do we have?" An exasperated Ryder fired back, his face twisted into a look of irritation, one which was sure to get on Sabine's nerves.


"Any minute now they could start scuttling those ships or worse, we've got their attention at the moment, but we've got no way of getting through those blast doors". Ryder exclaimed whilst gesturing over to the imposing blast doors covering the front of the complex. They were huge, the same length as the doors to the imperial garages but maybe half the height, reminding her of the Space Port on Garel.


Sabine was about to interject when Ryder interrupted her, apparently his mind moving far too quickly to entertain a conversation or one of Sabine's typical retorts.


'Typical politician, too busy making his speech to realize it's a conversation…'


"What did you mean about a key? And it better not be explosive. Anything big enough to get through that blast door is going to level this intersection, I don't really want to level half a city block just to get through a damn door" Ryder replied, crossing his arms and raising a brow.


"The city's already seen enough destruction for one day, they're still putting out fires by the old senate building, don't really want to go making more of them…" Ryder finished with a quieter and sombre tone, Sabine could tell the day had obviously taken its toll on him, after all this was his life long home, even though he had finally liberated it, so much had been lost to achieve that noble goal.


"WELL, I just so happen to have the perfect key" Sabine stated blankly, offering no further details and waiting for Ryder to catch up.


Ryder looked at her for a moment, an expression of confusion etched across his face until he glanced down and saw Ezra's Lightsaber clipped neatly to her hip, his confusion instantly replaced with a wry grin.


"Ah.. uhmm.. Alright then what were you planning?" Ryder asked with a hand clasping the back of his neck.


"YOU can stay here and look after your people, I'll handle the Space Port" Sabine whirled around on her heels and started marching toward the entrance, trying to leave as little room for negotiation as possible.


Ryder's hand leapt forward and locked tightly around her elbow, the two turned to face each other, Sabine glaring daggers at Ryder and Ryder staring back into the reflected abyss of her visor.


"Sabine you know I can't let you do that" Ryder firmly replied, his grip loosening but hand still remaining steady on her arm. Sabine could feel her irritation building, he was only trying to help her but she would prefer he did that without holding her back like a child.


"Ryder this isn't up for discussion. Nobody here is ready for a fight, those are trained officers in there, granted you say there's only 20 of them, and they might still be typical Imperials, quick to the trigger with no accuracy, but they've got training, the people out here obviously don't. I'm not letting this mob try and storm it. It would be a bloodbath and you know it, and that's if I don't get shot in the back from one of our own people first..."


Ryder appeared to be slightly moved by her argument, if only because he knew deep down that she was right, even if they managed to get the blast doors open their 'mob' would do little more than rush into a wall of blasterfire, casualties would be excessive and that was not something he wanted these people, his people, to experience.


"Alright, say you open the door, what then, you just going to take them on all by yourself?"


Sabine let out a mocking laugh but before she could answer with one of her classic retorts that probably had something to do with her being Mandalorian, Ryders comm crackled to life, with a friendly voice, one with an unmistakable hint of a stereotypical Imperial core accent.


"Let me guess, Miss Wren is furiously insisting that she handle this all by herself?" Kallus' biting remarks got the immediate attention of both Sabine and Ryder..


"Kallus how did you… aren't you supposed to be down at the garages right now?" Ryder instantly replied with an incredulous tone to his voice.


"We finished our tasks approximately 30 minutes ago, I wouldn't recommend using the Defectors in combat so soon, for the time being they're being held at the AT-DP barracks. I would particularly like to avoid using them for a mission at the space port. As I'm sure you'll agree it would be rather foolish on our part, there would be nothing stopping them from just hopping on a transport and making a run for it."


There was a brief moment of silence before Sabine added her support. As much as Kallus' quick and accurate Imperial-esque analysis unnerved her, she had to admit that most of the time he was right, even if he were far too analytical for her liking, each statement rolled off his tongue like a standard military report, it reminded her all to well of her academy days.


"Good point, most of them are probably from Lothal, but I still wouldn't trust them, at least not merely hours after they've conveniently defected." Sabine chimed in.


"I see you share my - ahem - 'trust issues', at least until we can verify identities… But anyway, back to the point at hand. Wolffe and Myself couldn't just let you have all the fun, so we decided to give you a hand".


"Okay terrific Kallus" Sabine bit back impatiently, "When will you be gracing us with your presence?".


"Wolffe will be there in a minute or two, myself on the other hand, I'm already here".


Sabine darted her eyes around the gathered crowds but couldn't find Kallus anywhere, moving left to right around Ryder she took a second closer look with no success until she was interrupted by Kallus' smug laugh through the commlink.


"You're not going to find me down there Miss Wren, although I do say, from this 'unique perspective' the colours of your armour stick out like a Nexu in a Tooka den".


Ryder kept a confused look plastered across his face as his brows dropped into a deeper frown. Sabine on the other hand just started laughing as she dropped the rangefinder down over her visor and began scanning rooftops, after a few seconds she settled on a landing platform that loomed over the Space Port.


"Gotcha Kallus…"


"Indeed you do, this position should be more than adequate"


"What's that a DLT-19x? You sure you've got the… uhmm… 'skillset' to use that thing?"


"Sabine Wren… Need I remind you that as an Agent I was fully trained and well versed in all standard issue imperial weaponry, and some of the not so standard... Including multiple qualifications for Marksmanship".


"Pffft. Uhhh… Yeah Kallus that's really not saying much, you know how many Agents have missed me? Or wait wait… Wait…" Sabine managed to bottle her laughter to deliver her final jab.


"How many times YOU HAVE MISSED ME" Sabine cackled through the commlink.


Kallus let out an audible sigh through the commlink as he decided not to take the obvious bait whilst Sabine laughed away at his expense. Before Sabine could further add to his misery however Wolffe made his way out of the crowd to stand beside Sabine, arms crossed with visible impatience.


"Alright are we doing this or not? As much as I enjoy the banter and listening to Kallus get taken down a peg or two, I'm not getting any younger here, in fact I'm getting older faster than you realize." Wolffe said with a wry smile.


"Oh I'm sure you'll be able to keep up old man" Sabine jabbed, knowing just where to get a rise out of the aging clone.


"Yeah well If we don't start this soon I might be on a repulsor chair by the time we finish" Wolffe barked out causing Sabine to laugh and Ryder to just stare blankly, he never was one for banter amongst soldiers.






Sabine skidded across the wet durasteel floor and came to an abrupt stop at the corner of a large container. She cautiously peered around the side to get a look at the main building, an imposing structure, 5 stories high and covered in tall glass windows, one side of the building was nearly entirely transparent.


'Unusually aesthetically pleasing for an Imperial building…' She thought as the artistic side of her personality gazed longingly at the structures' various features that were such a stark contrast to the Empire's focus on pure functionality and brutalism.


A memory fluttered into her mind, she had actually seen this building before. Nearly two years ago, Ezra had been with her that night on a recon mission of the Space Port, timing the arrival of the various cargo shuttles so they could plan a future attack. Ironically one which they never executed, they had to leave Lothal before they could follow through on that plan, and when they returned they had bigger priorities.


'He always tried so hard to talk to me about something he knew I liked…'


She could almost hear his bumbling response echoing in her memories. He'd started by trying to make an observation on the building's design and use of glass, which actually was good, he must have put some research into it on the Holonet... but he was so nervous that he could barely get the words out. After she'd shot him a quick 'Are you okay?' look, he'd given up and just started asking her what she thought.


That was the first night where Ezra stopped trying. He stopped trying to flirt with her, to push forward or win her love with grand romantic gestures. He just picked a topic he knew she liked, and was her friend. They spent nearly an hour talking on that rooftop, the topic of art was left behind in the first 5 minutes, and after that they opened up to each other.


The more Sabine lingered on the memory, the more she realized that was the first night where she viewed him as something other than the annoying kid that vied for her attention, she realized he wasn't some burden, or simply a member of her crew. But had actually become the person she trusted the most.


…


"Sabine you moving forwards or what?" A gruff voice to her right muttered quietly.


Sabine was rudely pulled out of her reverie as Wolffe dragged her attention back to the present.


"Yeah… Just waiting for the sentry to move…" Sabine replied quickly without thinking. Luckily her lie wouldn't be caught as entirely by chance an officer moved past the container ahead of them and started trudging back towards the main building.


'Kriff get your head in the game Sabine…'


This was the third time tonight that her lack of focus had become apparent. Luckily it hadn't become a problem, their entrance had gone relatively smoothly.


Kallus had distracted the officers by shooting out flood lights across the Space Port in random patterns, trying to give Sabine just enough time and cover to cut a hole in a wall on the far side of the compound.


Containers were stacked three high on this side of the compound, normally by the end of the day they would have cleared their backlog but with most of the staff deciding to walk out and join the street parties the storage area was unusually crowded. Something that Sabine had been counting on and planned to abuse.


With the tall containers providing ample cover Sabine had been able to find a section of the wall that was thin enough to cut through with Ezra's Lightsaber, going through the blast door would have been impractical and nearly suicidal given every blaster they had would be pointed in that direction, even if she could cut a hole, there would be no guarantee she could step through it without being blasted to pieces.


'My Beskar is good, but it's not THAT good…'


Her plan so far had worked, although if she was honest, Ezra's plan had worked.


This was actually his original plan for breaking into the Space Port those many years ago. It relied on the compound's age. He had told her that it was originally built in the days of the Republic, which explained the relative beauty of the structure, the light tones, stunning tall glass windows and conveniently, Thin Walls.


Over the years, he'd watched as the Empire had slowly expanded the walls around the facility and strengthened sections to incorporate watch towers and searchlights. Encasing the once beautiful building in all of the typical ugly Imperial trappings, meant to invoke fear and emphasize control. But the original walls were thin, just thin enough to get through with a Lightsaber, if you found the right section of the wall it would be a quick and painless incision.


It was ironic that even though they had never used their recon mission to attack the Space Port, Ezra's original plan would still bear fruit now.


'Even though he's gone he's still helping his home…'


...


'FOCUS Sabine...'


As soon as the sentry passed back into the Building Sabine jumped from the shadows, lightly running forward and trying to keep her body low and between cover as she neared the rear of the main building. The plan was to set up a 'distraction' somewhere in the main compound, probably of the explosive variety, to draw the officers away from the Blast Door and outside of the main building.


If everything went to plan, Kallus would have a great overview of the courtyard, Wolffe would draw the Imperials out and Sabine would be standing behind them on a small balcony that would be perfect for an ambush.


Of course Sabine was well aware that things rarely work out the way you hope.


'Since when do things ever go to plan…'






FZZZZZZT


Sabine let out a gasp as a furious crimson bolt grazed just centimetres past her shoulder, leaving an angry scorch mark on the wall behind her.


She had expertly taken down 2 of the officers and a handful of troopers as they rushed out of the building when her little "Miracle" had finally gone off. Wolffe had done the same, which should have left roughly 10 remaining foes, an easy situation for the two combat hardened veterans.


But she wasn't expecting them to send people to the roof… Or have far greater numbers than Ryder had originally thought.


"Just 20 Officers he said…'' Sabine bitterly spat, struggling to hold back her disdain for the ridiculous position they now found themselves in. 20 smug officers were the least of her worries, one of the cargo vessels had been carrying a large contingent of Stormtroopers, a mystery she would have to solve later, for now she had to focus on the pitched battle that raged around her and try her best to contain the threat.


She leaned closer into the wall, sending occasional shots back up at her attackers as they rose to fire down on her position, each time they rose individually and alone, screams of anguish and gasps of pain could be heard from the edge of the building as her well aimed charges found their mark.


A small pile of troopers lay at the base of the building, she tried not to aim to kill, but the only chance she had to thin their numbers was also when they were leaning over the edge of a 5 story drop... They didn't really stand a chance.


It wouldn't be long until the troopers realized that the size of their forces were in single digits, and focused their fire down on her admittedly terrible positioning.


The balcony would have been a perfect spot had their intel been accurate, unfortunately it wasn't, and the position she had selected was quickly turning into a death trap.


Sabine kept sending flurry after flurry of shots at the roof, even pausing to fire shots from her vambrace to give the troopers the impression that they were fighting multiple people, and not a lone Mandalorian. It was wishful thinking at best.


She swung her head around rapidly, desperately looking for a new position, but her options were severely limited. She could drop from the balcony, but judging by the sheer amount of blaster fire she could hear, the courtyard was probably even less hospitable, and she would be a sitting duck with nothing to shield her from the troopers on the roof, the nearest piece of cover was easily 50 feet away.


Wolffe on the other hand seemed to be having a field day in the courtyard, screaming obscenities in Huttese, Mando'a and Basic at the officers and troopers as he whirled around with his blasters, even in his older years the man was far more agile and battle hardened than their foes, but he had the element of surprise and well placed cover, something Sabine would not have if she dropped from her perch, the distance that she would have to cover would have been tough even without the marksmen on the roof.


Suddenly an organized barrage of bolts flew through the air and began smashing into the wall around Sabine forcing her to dive forward behind a small grey crate. She took a glance back at her previous position and saw the tell tale carbon scorch marks still glowing with visible embers on the duracrete. At least 4 of the shots had landed exactly where she was standing, if she hadn't moved she would have certainly been hit, and honestly, probably be dead.


Her time was clearly up, now the troopers on the roof were organized and firing in unison, something that she wouldn't be able to counter now that they had realized their significant numbers advantage.


"KALLUS WHAT THE KRIFF ARE YOU DOING!?" Sabine screamed through the comm as she tried to get as much of her body as possible around the makeshift cover.


Sabine flinched as another flurry of angry bolts rained down on her position, each one getting closer, the crate far too small to cover even her own lithe form. It was simply a matter of time until one of the bolts found its mark...


"Nearly there Sabine, just hold on!" an exasperated Kallus nearly screamed through the comm, fear creeping into his otherwise stoic and professional demeanour.


Sabine went to glance over the crate toward the rooftop but yelped as she thrust her head back to avoid the well aimed headshot, the bolt flying mere inches above her helmet. The front and top of the crate began to groan and buckle under the incoming fire, the overwhelming acrid stench of melted plasteel began to fill her senses and panic set in.


If she didn't move soon, there wouldn't be any cover left to protect her.


"Just hold on!? Haar'chak Kallus what the hell do you think I'm doing?" Sabine hissed.


Another barrage of fire landed around the duracrete of the balcony, sending debris up into the air and toward Sabine, most bouncing harmlessly off her armour but a few finding their mark, leaving small scrapes and scratches. Not that she would notice, the adrenaline currently coursing through her veins made anything but the most critical injuries nothing more than a temporary annoyance.


Sabine could hear a loud blast punctuating the air around them each time a barrage landed, each subsequent barrage of fire felt just a little bit less deadly. Kallus was slowly thinning their numbers, but it wasn't much consolation for Sabine as flecks of duracrete and scorched metal screamed around her, her only option to keep pressing into the side of the crate and pray that none of the shots found their target.


Another few bolts slammed into the crate, with a painful groan the front completely buckled away and the cover Sabine was relying upon quickly became a death sentence, trapped in the middle of the balcony there was nowhere left to run.


"Kallus suppress them NOW!" Sabine screamed, tightening her grip on her Westar's and rising from the glowing and unrecognizable pile of rubble she had been crouching behind.


Levelling each blaster at the rooftop she let out a furious barrage of accurate fire. Overheating her blasters were the least of her concerns as she streamed a nearly endless train of charges at the rooftop, meanwhile Kallus slammed shot after shot into the edge, preventing return fire, chunks of durasteel and duracrete were flying off the edge of the roof as Kallus' shots landed violently and with prejudice.


The troopers rushed backwards giving Sabine a momentary reprieve.


But just as Sabine was about to vault over the balcony she heard the shots slow, the gap between each shot getting longer and longer until Kallus finally shouted down the commlink, his words full of panic, causing her stomach to flip.


"SABINE IT'S OVERHEATED!"


Seeing the opportunity, and frankly having no other choice, Sabine holstered one of her blasters and raised her Vambrace menacingly toward the edge of the roof.


She could hear the rushing and clunking of Plastoid armour as they ran back, eager to finish her off in her exposed position. This moment would be her only chance to land a decisive hit.


As their helmets crested the edge and before they could react a missile screamed from her wrist and slammed into the duracrete ledge, sending bodies and debris flying in all directions. A few bodies fell down toward the ground and landed with a deafening crunch.


Agonizing screams echoed for a few moments before being drowned out by the sound of blaster fire from the courtyard below. Sabine kept her blasters aimed at the roof, but after a few seconds of silence she was fairly certain the missile had done its job.


Wasting no time Sabine rushed over to the edge of the balcony.


She had to look again to believe what she was seeing.


In the middle of the courtyard surrounded by crates and a few repulsor lifts, Wolffe was laughing like a mad man as he threw a thermal detonator towards a group of officers trying to flank around his hastily arranged fortress.


"HERE, CATCH!"


The explosion ripped through their group, the detonator evidently cooked just long enough to be unavoidable for the 3 officers on the receiving end. Wolffe continued to laugh loudly as he re-levelled his blasters and unleashed flurry after flurry at the troopers and officers gathered in front of him, their ranks were beginning to thin but he was still heavily outnumbered.


"BAHAHA - JUST LIKE THE GOOD OLD DAYS!"


'So he's insane…' Sabine thought as she watched the man tumble forwards and let out a quick burst of blue plasma from his pistols, most of the bolts striking the edge of a container until the final four found their marks.


Sabine backed up a few feet and ran toward the side of the Balcony, vaulting over the edge and landing squarely on the ground below. She landed rougher than she was expecting, perhaps her lack of sleep was starting to catch up to her as the initial rush of adrenaline wore off.


With a quick motion she snapped her Westars towards the Imperials and started letting out occasional shots, preferring to fire accurate snapshots, aiming to pick off the imperials out of cover as she advanced in a flanking movement on their position.


One down.


Two down.


Three down.


Four down.


Two of the bodies crumpled from behind cover and a horrible blood curdling scream filled the air as one of the men writhed around on the ground. Sabine had seen this time and time again over years of near constant battle with the Empire, but it did little to dull the pangs of regret and nausea each time she saw it.


The return fire from the Imperial line started to slow, each shot landing hopelessly wide.


Wolffe lifted one of his hands up in a halting motion, Sabine caught the gesture and held her fire, hoping to try and at least save some of them from dying needless deaths. The officers, possibly realizing something was up, gradually stopped their increasingly inaccurate fire and started whispering amongst themselves.


Kallus breathed heavily down the comm, "Alright I'm back up, I've got 5 of them dead to rights, one of you work your magic and lets see if we can't come to some agreement with these fools".


Sabine was tongue tied for a second as she contemplated just what to say, it wasn't often she was faced with a chance to end the inevitable violence, but before she could open her mouth, Wolffe took the lead.


"BLASTERS ON THE FLOOR. NOW" Wolffe bellowed, summoning the roughest and most authoritative voice he could muster. Sabine was nearly shocked by the sudden gravity behind his words but she had also seen Rex act like this when training the new recruits.


'Guess it must run in the family…'


After a brief pause and some more mumbled whispers from the other side of the courtyard Wolffe repeated his ultimatum.


"BLASTERS ON THE FLOOR, AND YOU CAN LEAVE THIS PLACE - ALIVE" Wolffe growled.


Sabine keyed into their private comm in her helmet and fired a snappy comment off to Kallus and Wolffe, "Remind me to never piss you off". Wolffe turned to face her with a crazy grin breaking out across his face, she was certain at this point that he was actually enjoying this.


"H-How do.. do w-we know you'll keep you...your word?" a young officer shakily replied, barely hiding the fear in his voice.


This time Sabine took the lead, "Well if we were just going to kill you, would we be having this conversation? You haven't taken a single one of us down, most of you couldn't hit a bantha from 20 feet, there must have been 30 or 40 of you right?"


The officer didn't reply, silence filled the Courtyard before Sabine's frustration took hold.


"I'm guessing it's a lot less than that now…"


Sabine instantly regret her final comment, the words leaving her mouth dry and sour. it might be just what they needed to hear to get them to throw in the towel, but some of these younger officers had lived together on these ships.


It wasn't hard to imagine them having the same near family bond as she had on The Ghost, and she'd just stupidly reminded them how many of their crew, their friends, wouldn't be walking away or returning home.


A gut wrenching reality she had become painfully aware of in the past few days.


An ice cold silence permeated the courtyard as Wolffe slowly raised his blasters and Sabine reluctantly tightened her grip, fully prepared for the situation to return to the violence and struggle they had just been locked in.


Fortunately the loud clattering of rifles hitting the floor ended the silent stalemate and the shuffle of plastoid armour and wounded groaning sounded from the shadows.


Sabine let out a breath of relief as officers and troopers alike emerged from behind the containers and duracrete pillars with their hands raised above their heads, clearly disarmed and heads in a sunken position, they were a beaten foe.


They continued to shuffle forwards, some faster than others, a few being supported and carried, various scorch marks and dented armour revealing the physical toll that the battle had taken.


"Wait, where's the rest?" One of the younger officers, who couldn't have been any older than 17 exclaimed, incredulity and surprise laced into his voice.


Wolffe couldn't help a quick laugh escaping as he crossed his arms.


"Let this be a lesson kid… Numbers, Rank, None of it really matters."


"Experience outranks everything."






Sabine rounded the final corner and saw the familiar sight of the Ghost in the distance, just another minute of painful walking and she would be home.


The battle at the Space Port had been a success, the blast doors had been opened, the ships secured and the prisoners rounded up. But she would be lying if she said it had gone to plan.


Their intel was shockingly bad, Ryder had assured them it would be 20 officers, give or take a few stragglers.


'He couldn't have been more wrong…'


Instead once a full count could be taken amongst the bodies, wounded and prisoners, they had alarmingly discovered that the 20 or so officers were in fact 20 officers and 40 Stormtroopers.


Sabine had furiously wanted to cut her way into each of the grounded cargo haulers and slice into their systems to figure out just why a full contingent of troopers had been stowed away on a cargo vessel. But instead Ryder had insisted she return to the Ghost.


Finally arriving at the bottom of the ramp, she dragged her feet up the durasteel and stumbled into the cargo bay. Her body screamed in dull pain as she worked her way to her cabin.


She had barely slept in the past week, first Kanan, then the Temple and finally Ezra.


It had all taken its toll, and now finally her body had begun to protest, the line in the sand had been crossed and her muscles and joints would go no further.


What she wasn't expecting however was an angry looking Hera to be staring her down from the cockpit. She'd never admit to her just how intimidating she thought she could be.


"Medbay. Now."


"Kriff Hera, I don't need that, I just need sleep" Sabin croaked, her mouth dry and breathless.


"This isn't negotiable." Hera instantly replied, tone firm and unforgiving.


Sabine knew better than to argue with her once her mind was set, so she slowly pulled herself into the Medbay and sat on the edge of the bed.


This was going to be a long night...


Close Call
Chapter 4 - Close Call


Exhaustion catches up to Sabine as she faces tough questions






"Medbay. Now."


…


Sabine didn't argue as she moved into the medbay, shuffling toward the bed and taking a tentative seat on the edge. She felt a wave of relief pass through her body, like a breath she had been holding since she left the Ghost had finally been released.


Unfortunately with that relief came a realization of just how much pain she felt. Glancing toward the mirror Sabine couldn't help but gasp as she saw the bloodied state the battle had left her in.


Her armour was covered in scrapes, scuffs and scratched paintwork, none of the damage was permanent, it was all superficial and would be fixed with a new application of paint. But it was a good indication of just how tough the battle had been on her. She knew she'd been hit by a near constant barrage of debris, but she hadn't realized it was quite this bad.


There were a few cuts along her arms where her bodysuit had been torn by fragments of superheated plasteel and duracrete, some of the debris still lodged and sticking out from her skin at odd angles.


A few patches of dried and burned blood could be seen running along her collar. But that was the least of her worries. In the middle of her chestplate was a tell tale carbon scorch mark.


'That explains why I feel winded, I was hit… Thank the Manda for Beskar…'


The more surprising and frankly shocking revelation was the markings of a blaster graze that ran along her neck. It wasn't life threatening or even badly damaging, a simple bacta patch would heal it without any lasting visible damage, but it was still a dangerously close call nonetheless.


'A few millimetres to the left... and I might not be sitting here…'


...


Hera walked into the Medbay carrying some gloves, gauze and a glass of water.


"Here drink."


"I'm okay th-"


"No you're not" She said forcefully, thrusting the glass forwards.


"I haven't seen you drink since we left for the Dome yesterday. DRINK."


Not having the energy to get into a prolonged argument, Sabine took the glass from Hera's hands without further complaints and started taking carefully measured sips of water. Hera raised a curious brow at her, almost as if she was surprised by the reaction but quickly started pulling Medkits and equipment from the cabinets.


Three or four years ago, if someone had thrust a glass of water at her and ordered her to drink, she'd have either smashed the glass on the nearest wall or downed the glass in an instant out of spite. Sabine was stubborn, especially when she was wrong or in pain.


But Ezra had taught her better than that. Her mind fluttered back to the past, recalling details so vivid it could have been yesterday. She could almost smell the dusty air and see the rocky outcrops that became synonymous in her heart with Atollon.


Now that she had the benefit of hindsight, taking only one speeder had been a huge mistake, they were both so excited to get away from everything for a couple of hours that they had forgotten to check the Speeders batteries. Worse still neither of them had brought a comm and Sabine had left her helmet and vambraces back at the base. All of these were idiotic mistakes. Stupid mistakes that could have landed them both in a world of trouble had the Empire turned up.


A couple of hours turned into nearly two days of trekking back to camp…


But it had been worth it.


Nearly 2 full days with nothing but time and talk with her best friend, away from the Rebellion, away from her thoughts about her Family and away from the Empire. She couldn't even remember the last time she had a chance to simply drop everything else and be with the people she cared about.


When they finally got back to base the first thing she did was fill two of the biggest glasses she could find with water and chase down Ezra before he could get lectured by Hera and Kanan. They had sat on the edge of the cliff looking out at the rocky desert in silence waiting for their inevitable dressing down.


'Hera never really liked it when we made dumb, avoidable mistakes... the mother in her overpowered all other considerations.'


That and the base had considered the two of them MIA for the better part of 2 straight days, something Hera wouldn't let them quickly forget, they had caused a lot of problems...


Sitting on that ledge Ezra had opened up with a glimpse of his childhood, he was always ashamed to talk about his past, something Sabine understood all too well, she was never one to pry, mostly because she knew how difficult it was to open up on that level.


'Some wounds never heal…'


Out of earshot from the rest of the crew he had taught her a few tricks he learned when he was younger. Mostly tricks aimed at conserving water, food, trying to simply survive…


Ezra had grabbed her hand, holding the glass before it could touch her lips.


'Anybody else would have lost the hand.' She mused.


"Sip the water, rather than guzzle it Sabine, if you guzzle it you'll just be sick..."


"And if you're hungry you should sip and take a small bite… Wait a minute… Sip and small bite again… Repeat until you're full… Trust me…"


She still remembered his little rules for survival and the forlorn smile on his face, like he was happy to share that piece of his past with her... and her alone.


His tricks were born from experience, not from some book or guide on the holonet. They were something he'd painfully learned as a kid growing up on the streets of Capital City.


'Something no child should ever have to learn'.


Sabine's chest ached, not from the pain of the battle but from the thought of Ezra's childhood compared to her own, she had lived a relatively sheltered life compared to him, at least until she left for the Academy.


There were moments she could recall where her temper had gotten the better of her and she had spitefully dragged his past right back in front of him, bringing it to the forefront of whatever argument they were having. They didn't argue often, she could barely remember the context of them now, they all seemed so pointless.


Shame and regret radiated throughout Sabine as she sat in the Medbay, her mind's eye reliving her veritable worst hits, it consumed her focus until Hera snapped her back to attention.


...


"Sabine."


...


Hera snapped her fingers in front of the young woman, Sabine's unfocused eyes sharpened and her mind floated back to the present.


"Huh?"


"You with me Sabine?" Hera asked, a touch of concern added to her voice.


"Yeah, uh, yeah…" Sabine replied, her eyes unfocused, clearly lost in a reverie.


"Right…" Hera said, casting her a doubtful glance.


...


"I'm gonna need you to take off your armour, and your body suit, none of it looks really bad but I still need to patch you up."


Sabine internally grimaced at Hera's statement. It might not look bad at the moment, but it certainly wasn't going to look any better when the wounds were in the open.


Sabine stood and started slowly removing her equipment, first her Vambraces and then her shoulder pauldrons, each one caked in a thick layer of dust, it covered nearly all of her armour, Sabine ran her finger along the edge and peeled back a filthy layer of dust to reveal the thoroughly wrecked paintwork underneath.


She sighed at the thought of having to deep clean her armour, this would take a couple of hours just to clean, let alone repaint.


'But I could repaint with some new designs…' Sabine thought, trying to find the bright side, she wasn't sure if she had the motivation to paint right now. Normally her mind would be awash with ideas, new colours, new symbols. But not today.


Sabine took off her helmet next, trying to hide the wince through gritted teeth as the edge of her helmet moved roughly against the blaster graze on her neck, praying to anyone who would listen that Hera didn't make a big deal out of it.


Sabine didn't have that luck though, within seconds Hera dropped her box of bacta patches and rushed over to Sabine's side, her concerned eyes gazing at her surrogate daughter.


"Said-"


"Hera it's fine, a bacta patch will do, that's all" Sabine cut her off, turning to look towards the wall and away from the worried face looking down at her.


"It's not Sabine. It's not fine and you damn well know it. An inch to the left and…"


...


"It's just not fine… okay…"


Sabine continued removing her armour until finally she was removing the bodysuit. With a couple of winces the tattered suit lay on the floor.


Sabine could have sworn Hera sniffled for a second before regaining her composure, before she could make a note of it however she moved onto an issue Sabine had been dreading since she dragged her feet up the Ghost's ramp.


...


"You know… Ryder called..."


Dread hit the pit of Sabine's stomach as her mind raced through the options of why Ryder would be calling so late at night, maybe he was just updating Hera on the Space Port, maybe he had other matters… But really she already knew it was about her. Ryder had been less than impressed when she had tried to take the entire Space Port all on her lonesome.


'Wouldn't have been a problem if the idiot could count…'


She stubbornly tried to attribute the blame to him in her mind, but really it was nobody's fault. As her mother used to drill into her as a child back on Krownest…


'No plan survives contact with the enemy…'


Hera reached forwards and placed a reassuring hand on Sabine's shoulder, without her armour and her bodysuit she could feel the warmth in her hand, and the slight pressure as her fingers gripped toward her collarbone.


Hera's eyes locked with hers and time seemed to stand still. Sabine could feel her heart pounding in her chest, Hera's reaction was unexpected, she was expecting to get lectured but instead Hera's eyes revealed nothing but care and concern.


"Sabine… I know why, Ryder knows why."


"But Her-"


"Let me finish" Hera cut in.


"Knowing what we know now, those people would have rushed in there and been easy pickings. It would have been a bloodbath if you hadn't done what you did Sabine…"


"Ryder was already trying to commend you for taking control of the situation".


Sabine couldn't help a perplexed look dawn across her face, Ryder called to commend her? Surely there had to be a catch here somewhere…


"But…"


'There it is'


Sabine slipped out a sigh as she realized where Hera was going.


"You don't need to do this alone" Hera started, pausing a second to gather her thoughts.


"If Kallus or Wolffe hadn't been there, knowing how stubborn you are, you would have still gone in by yourself…"


Sabine raised her hands to attempt a protest but was quickly cut off.


"Don't you dare even try to deny it!"


…


Sabine let the silence hang in the air, Hera was right of course, in hindsight if Sabine had marched in there on her own, like she was planning to, she'd likely be dead.


'Actually no… I would definitely be dead…' The grim realization hit Sabine and her mood continued to worsen.


"I need you to... promise me... you're not going to do something like that again. Please…"


Sabine could feel Hera staring at her waiting for her response, she nervously bit the inside of her lip and turned to face her, an empty promise is all she could manage. It would reassure her, but Sabine knew there are some battles you can't run from.


"I Promise".


...


Hera continued to patch Sabine up for the next 30 minutes, words were seldom spoken as both Rebels drifted into their internal thoughts. Sabine guessed Hera was still working her way through Kanan's loss. Hera had hidden her grief well over the past week, very rarely allowing her emotions out in the open, but Sabine could still tell she was being torn apart.


It was the small signs, when Hera would normally be talkative and bright, she instead retreated inside herself.


Her eyes would focus on empty spaces, almost as if her mind was somewhere else entirely.


She would hold her breath whenever a door opened, like she was still expecting Kanan to walk right back into the cockpit like nothing had happened...


Hera was missing her partner, her best friend, and it showed.


She seemed to be operating completely on autopilot, throwing herself into work even more than usual. She didn't even need to run maintenance on the Ghost's sublights, she did it two weeks ago, but it was anything she could find to keep herself busy and distracted.


Sabine shuddered as she realized she had done exactly the same. The Space Port. Anyone in a fit state of mind would have called it quits at her level of exhaustion. She'd even demanded she stick around and slice into the Shipping manifests, if Ryder hadn't practically shouted at her to get back to The Ghost, she would still be there…


What she did was reckless and stupid, not that she'd admit it.


Her mind couldn't help but go in circles trying to compare the two situations...


Was she really feeling the same way about Ezra? Is this why everything felt so empty?


'No… Hera and Kanan were different, basically married… Ezra and I were just…'


...


The more her mind lingered on the issue the more unwanted and unanswered questions revealed themselves. The similarities between the two were hard to ignore.


...


Before Sabine's mind could race any faster she was interrupted again.


With a final sigh, Hera gathered the remaining medical supplies and stashed them in a cabinet by the door, beckoning for Sabine to leave.


Sabine simply muttered a quick "thanks" as she shuffled through the door, carrying a small pile of her armour and torn bodysuit.


Both women were too exhausted for words at this point, with a final hug they parted for their cabins. She hoped the embrace of sleep would help settle her mind, and pull her thoughts away from the difficult questions she had no intention of facing.


Sabine was sure at least an hour had passed as she struggled to get to sleep.


She stared off into the inky black darkness of her cabin, her body was exhausted, her mind was exhausted, and yet still she couldn't sleep.


Her mind kept replaying her memories of the last week, recounting every loss, every laugh, all of the heart break and some of the wonder too.


The Temple


Gregor


The Dome


Lothal's Liberation


Kanan


…


Ezra


…


She held solace that Ezra wasn't lost to her, he was simply missing for the time being. He would find his way back to her, he always did.


'I can't wait to come home'


But a small feeling crept into the back of her mind, a slither of doubt that was slowly being instilled even by her friends. Hera was doubtful they would be able to find him, at least with the information they currently had, he might not be dead, but he was definitely lost somewhere in the Unknown Regions.


Ryder hadn't said as much, the old Governor probably knew better, but the look he gave her when talking about Ezra was clear as day, it sickened her that he considered Ezra's action a full blown sacrifice, that he was simply dead and that was the end of it.


'After everything he's done for Lothal, for Ryder and the people he just gives up on him! Just like that… Oh thanks for dragging Thrawn away and liberating the entire planet, saving our damn lives in the process… guess we'll be sad you're gone, thanks for giving your life?!'


That was something she couldn't accept. Something she would never accept.


But that isn't really why she was struggling to sleep. Ryder could be frustrating and Ezra might be lost for the time being. Those she could hopefully come to terms with given time.


Her lack of sleep, however, was caused by something else entirely.


Something she hadn't thought about since Krownest.


...


She had always been close to Ezra, but over the last year they had changed. They had gone from being a team, to being something more.


She had never defined it, but she knew she relied on him, and he relied on her.


They complemented each other perfectly during missions, Hera had been the first to see that, but it wasn't just limited to the battlefield. Whenever they were off base, or had free time, they had found themselves together.


She never considered spending time with anyone else. Sure she might go to target practice with Zeb or Rex, maybe play some Dejarik or Sabaac with some of the base personnel.


But actual personal time? There was no substitute for Ezra.


And now she couldn't help but see the similarities between Hera and Herself.


...


And that terrified her.


...


Time continued to pass as Sabine sat alone with her thoughts, the implications were agonizing and she wasn't prepared to deal with them, sure they had their moments, but could it really be the same?


She and Ezra were simply good partners… He was her best friend?


They worked well together, they were practically the same age… That had to be it.


They had never shared a kiss, or anything more than that…


…


'But there was that one night on the balcony…'


…


'No… No… Nothing had ever come of that, It's not the same...'


'Is it?'


No matter how many times she ran the thoughts through her head, it still didn't bring her any closer to rest, it was an endless vicious cycle and even though her body ached and screamed for sleep her mind continued to turn in circles.


…


Sabine was so lost in her thoughts that she almost didn't notice the Cabin door open, revealing Hera standing in the corridor, holding a glass of water and a concerned look.


"Sabine… May I come in?" Hera quietly asked.


Sabine let out an involuntary sigh and beckoned for Hera to enter, she pulled herself up and moved to the edge of the bed. She was going to ask why she was here, and frankly why she was also up this late, but before she could Hera beat her to it.


"You don't need to tell me anything, If you ever want to talk, you know I'm always here."


"I just want you to know that I know what this is like" Hera placed a warm hand on her shoulder, their eyes locked for a second and Sabine noticed her eyes were raw.


"Here… Take these" Hera opened her palm revealing two small pills.


"Sleeping pills? Her-" Sabine tried to argue before being immediately silenced.


"Sabine… Please… I Know what this is like okay" Hera softly interrupted.


"I also know how stubborn you are"


"you need to trust me…" Hera sniffled as she finished.


Hera offered the tablets and a small glass of water, watching carefully as Sabine took them, for a second she thought she might refuse them, or maybe even explode in misdirected anger. It wouldn't be the first time that Hera had offered help only to have it rebuked.


But instead Sabine just quietly took the glass and swallowed the pills. No arguments, no complaints. Not that Hera needed more confirmation, she knew Sabine well, and she knew what she was going through. Whether she'd admit it or not, she needed the help.


Hera took back the small, now empty, glass and put forward a brief forced smile. She motioned to leave the room, but before she could a voice rung out.


...


"Hera?"


...


"Yes dear?"


Sabine paused for a moment. Hera could tell she obviously had a question on her mind, Sabine's face had all of the usual tells, the slight blush, the small bite on her lower lip, eyes gazing at the floor and darting left and right, as if they were hunting for the words she couldn't find.


For a split second Hera thought she might actually say it. Might be completely honest with her, she had an idea of what she wanted to ask, but she would never assume or force the young woman. She respected her far too much for that.


Instead Sabine simply raised head, locked eyes and spoke two words.


"Thank you"


Hera smiled, an unforced and completely genuine, heart warming smile. Without another word she left the room, leaving Sabine alone with her thoughts once again.


She wasn't used to deep or emotional talks with Sabine, it was only recently that the young Mandalorian had started opening up to her, and she wasn't going to push her luck or make assumptions, she knew she was still fiercely independent.


The Cabin door closed for the final time that night and Sabine felt herself slowly drift off into a restless sleep. Her body would at least get something of a reprieve, but the turmoil in her mind would linger on.






"C'MERE YOU BUCKET OF BOLTS, I WARNED YOU!"


"GARAZEB ORELLIOS!" Hera Screamed "IF YOU BREAK IT, YOU BUY IT!"


"Do you have any idea how expensive a replacement C1 series manipulator is?"


"That's right. You don't"


Sabine awoke to a chorus of loud bangs and the sound of Hera shouting at Zeb, clearly he'd managed to land a hit on Chopper, one bad enough to attract the fury of the green Twi'lek.


'To be fair… Chopper probably deserved it' Sabine thought to herself, she wouldn't mention it in front of Hera of course, but the droid could definitely use some 'Percussive Readjustment' from time to time.


Sleep and Hera's careful patch work of Bacta had done wonders for Sabine, for the first time in weeks she had gotten more than 4 hours. It took pills of course, but she was simply thankful for a night of rest.


Sabine threw her legs over the side of her bed and jumped down to the floor, a few cuts on her body ached in protest but it wasn't anything she couldn't handle.


Wasting no time she picked up a new body suit and slowly put it on, being careful not to touch any of her Bacta patches, reapplying them would be wasteful and whilst the Medbay was well stocked, she wasn't one to waste good supplies.


Lastly she grabbed her pile of armour and made for the door, cleaning it would take at least 2 hours, as for the paint job… That would be a different story entirely.


...


2 Hours later


...


Sabine wore a solemn smile as she stared down at her now clean armour, the dust and scorch marks had all been removed which left the armour looking clean but sadly still a pale glimmer of its former glory.


The vibrant colour and intricate patterns were now marred by vicious scrapes and scuffs, the Beskar had of course prevented any permanent damage, but her paint had definitely come out worse for wear.


She would need to spend hours stripping away the layers to rebuild her paint job from scratch, although this would present a few opportunities for new designs, new ideas, maybe even a new look entirely.


For the time being though Sabine had a job to do, so she quickly placed her armour pieces back over her new bodysuit and marched into the cockpit. A repaint would have to wait for another day.


"You sleep okay?" Hera asked, face thoroughly glued to the Holo at the front of the cockpit which had a large display of shipping manifests and passenger lists.


'Huh, must be the Space Port…'


"Yeah, still only 5 hours, but I'm not complaining, how about you?"


"Same here actually" Hera grimaced.


"This what I think it is?" Sabine gestured to the Holo, taking a step toward the co-pilots chair and letting herself fall into the aging leather.


"Yes. We're going back today if you're up for it. There's a lot of questions I want answered, as I'm sure you do too…" Hera replied, eyes still rapidly scanning the manifests.


Hera was right, Sabine did want answers.


First of all why was there a full contingent of troopers hidden in the Space Port?


And what were they protecting?


They could have transferred to any of the smaller Lambda shuttles or even Gozantis at any point in time and evacuated from the Lothal Sector with their tail between their legs.


Instead they locked down the Space Port and were prepared to defend their position against an entire city of angry and liberated Lothalians, even with planning and the contingent of troopers, they still didn't stand a chance.


These were all questions that burned in Sabine's mind, the sooner she got answers the better.


The troopers they captured last night had been less than forthcoming.


'Perhaps a night in binders will have changed their minds…'


Sabine lazily strolled through the courtyard of the Space Port, it wasn't that long ago that she'd been here fighting for her life. The ground was covered in blast and scorch marks, Duracrete debris and sadly patches of stained blood.


It wasn't often Sabine returned to the site of a previous battle, especially so quickly after it had ended, her memories were still raw and untamed. Contrary to what people rudely presumed, just because she was a Mandalorian didn't mean she enjoyed taking life.


On the contrary, it was her reverence for life that caused her to fight in the way she did. She was well aware that had she given them the chance, the Stormtroopers and Officers that belonged to the now burned and faded blood stains on the floor would have killed her, her family, anyone, without a second thought, had they been ordered to.


From the corner of her eye she could see Hera running through a Holo terminal with the Dockmaster, agitated discussion floated to her through the soft breeze, it was a conversation she wasn't exactly keen on.


She was a hands on person, she was more than capable of scrolling through endless shipping inventories, docking requests, tower logs and passenger manifests, but that didn't mean she enjoyed it.


"Sabine!"


Startled by the sudden shift in conversation and the mention of her name, She jogged over to Hera and the Dockmaster, the older man was still hunched over the Holo terminal, mindlessly scrolling through Manifests as Hera began to explain their situation.


"So Arin here hasn't been able to find a manifest linking the troopers you faced to a ship, as far as the Dockyards are concerned those troopers didn't exist…"


"Well that's not concerning at all" Sabine quipped, rolling her eyes.


"Yeah…" Hera sighed, "Really seems like we never get a break huh?" Her face cracking into a slight grin before she continued.


"But we have been able to narrow down the search" Hera said, with a reassuring smile.


Sabine nodded, eager for her to continue, she had been waiting for the answer to this question for hours now, it was intriguing but also worrying that a full contingent of troopers were seemingly hiding out in one of the ships, not on any logs or passenger manifests. The Empire normally kept impeccable records...


"We've managed to rule out most of the shuttles, they're not passenger variants and their cargo is accounted for, the Gozanti's couldn't hold them either, most of them are down here for refit and repair, they're not space worthy".


"Some of those are our work I take it?" Sabine grinned with pride.


"A few..." Hera smirked.


...


"Which leaves just three freighters, the big ones further down the lot" Hera continued, whilst gesturing to the end of the Space Port where three large bulk freighters sat moored.


"So we've got to search all 3?" Sabine groaned, her patience starting to wear thin, they had already spent the last hour combing through endless pages of docking requests and passenger manifests. She couldn't handle much more of the tedium.


"How much do you love me right now?" Hera practically beamed, a big smile breaking out across her face.


"Well that depends on what you're gonna say" Sabine cautiously replied.


"Two of them were already opened this morning, nothing but regular cargo, the third one on the other hand, that's something different, full security lockdown, can't even slice into their systems"


"Guess that answers the question then…" Sabine replied.


The emerald green blade tore into the metal, gouging the panel of the door as Sabine dragged it in a circular motion. The glowing metal radiated heat outwards, even enough that Sabine could feel it through her armour and bodysuit.


The freighter's security lockdown had made slicing, which Sabine was quite adept at, impossible from the outside of the craft. Leaving two options, explosives or Lightsaber.


She was going to use a particularly colourful detonator but Hera had instead reminded her that they might want to actually use these ships.


'Maybe setting off explosives on an airlock isn't the best idea…'


Sabine gave the panel a heavy kick and grimaced as the sound of screeching metal and a loud dull thud rang through the darkened corridors of the vessel.


Rex and Wolffe followed cautiously behind her, each carrying a blaster and a flashlight, her own helmet had its flood light enabled which illuminated the corridor for a good 30 feet, not quite all the way to the next junction, but the pale light was enough that they could proceed onwards.


"Rex, I've got the bridge, I'll see if I can get rid of this lockout, You and Wolffe search the hold, see what's different from the manifest" Sabine ordered, she didn't even need to look at them, merely pass off instructions as they split down the corridor.


She held a great amount of respect for the aging clones, they were professionals through and through, never any complaints, bickering, arguing over who gets the worst job. She enjoyed her banter with Ezra on missions, but working with Rex and Wolffe had always been quick and to the point.


'Which is exactly what I need today…' She thought to herself.


After a few more corners and a long wide corridor she finally found herself at the bridge, most of the consoles were powered down, but the security terminal pulsed with an ominous red glow.


Reaching down underneath, Sabine pried away a panel and got to work. She had always been good at slicing, in her academy days there were a number of optional courses that she took to develop her skills. The Empire wanted her to use those skills to slice into civilian systems and holo terminals to track down known fugitives.


Sabine let out a light laugh, it was ironic to her that the Empire had trained her to slice so well, for her to only throw it right back in their faces whenever she got the chance.


With a few loud beeps the terminal power cycled, its displays defaulting to a single black screen with a prompt line.


'Huh, old school'


With a flourish of the keypad and a few well known commands the terminal whirred back to life, the lockout abruptly lifted and lights began flickering back on around the room.


"Okay I've lifted the lockdown, if you're still coming up against any doors or power outages let me know, I can bypass from here" Sabine said through her comm.


"We're all good Sabine… Cargo hold is nearly filled to the gunnels down here..." Rex replied.


"But… Uhhhh… You might want to see this''


...


"On my way" Sabine sighed, whatever was on this ship better be good.


…


After a few minutes of navigating empty corridors Sabine arrived in the main hold, the place was a maze, stacked with containers and what looked like large ship components sealed in protective sheets.


Her comm chirped to life and the familiar voice of Rex called out to her.


"We're right at the back Sabine, just follow the yellow line"


"Gotcha"


Sabine started making her way down the line that ran through the hold. It was a dusty yellow colour, covered in scuffs and scratches, no doubt from years of abuse, this wasn't a particularly new ship, if the interior decor and layout were anything to go by it had probably been in service well before the Empire.


It did have a giveaways however, the security panels on the doors were the new Imperial standard, the corridors had also been obviously repainted a blue and red mix to the dull grey.


Someone else clearly owned this ship before the Empire appropriated it.


'Guess we own it now…'


Sabine kept passing hundreds of crates and containers, altogether the hold must have contained thousands of individual packages, she knew the freighter was massive from the outside, but this was truly staggering.


After 5 minutes of twists and turns Sabine finally arrived at the centre of the hold, a cavernous empty space had been left for a single large object in the centre, Sabine could just make out Rex and Wolffe leaning against the side of it. It looked like a containment structure of some kind, built around a massive repulsor sled that kept it levitated off the ground. Whatever it was protecting had to be isolated from vibration, that much was obvious.


The shell was massive, 40 feet high, 60 feet wide and somehow even longer still. Normally containment units such as this were reserved for the most sensitive of equipment.


"Hello boys, now what the kriff is this?" Sabine shouted whilst walking toward Rex and Wolffe. The two clones hopped to their feet and removed their helmets.


"Honestly Sabine, I was hoping you could tell us"


"Well you're out of luck Rex… It's a containment sarcophagus, Empire uses them for really dangerous or sensitive cargo. Think Sensor nodes, Deflector arrays or explosives, but until we open it, I don't really know…"


Sabine wandered over to the control panel and started scrolling through the options, after a minute or two of humming she finally settled on the release mechanism.


"Here goes nothing…"


The shell slowly began to retract and split into two halves, both sliding across and away from the centre, revealing the contents that had been so carefully entombed.


Sabine was expecting explosives, maybe even Hyperdrive components or Coaxium.


But instead what she found was both beautiful and terrifying.


"I-Is that what I think it is?" Rex softly muttered in disbelief.


Sabine couldn't find words, instead she just stood dumbstruck at the sight before her.


Sitting on the repulsor sled, hovering precariously above the worn metal floor was a giant emerald Kyber Crystal, she had seen one of these in the past, she remembered what they were like, but this one was absolutely massive.


She unconsciously reached down and brushed her hand against Ezra's lightsaber.


The crystal in front of her was mesmerizing, Sabine stayed silent as she edged closer.


Her hand crept up from her waist and barely reached out toward the surface.


…


...


"Sabine?"


Her focus snapped back from the crystal and she shakily retracted her hand.


"Uhhh... yeah, so what about that Manifest Rex?" Sabine quickly asked, obviously changing the subject. She stumbled back and slammed her hand on the console, causing the two halves of the containment shell to seal with a loud hiss.


Rex shared a quick glance with Wolffe which sent a wave of irritation through Sabine, but before she could say anything he carried on.


"Well that's the thing, the Manifest has been completely scrubbed, according to the Dockmaster this ship should be carrying agricultural supplies and Durasteel sheets" Rex said, whilst facing the nearest pile of crates.


"Haha, yeah, that looks like farm equipment to me" Wolffe joked. Heavily slapping his hand on the sled, the display flashed a red warning and sounded off a series of angry beeps before settling back down to silence, which earned him a wince from Rex and an immediate scowl from Sabine.


"Di'kut do you want to get us all killed!?" Sabine shouted.


"Well how wa-" Wolffe tried to interject before being interrupted by Rex.


"Wolffe, don't ever touch that again, you were bad enough with Detonators, I don't even want to know how far south you could go with this…" Rex sighed, holding his head in his hands.


"Crystal of this size, all of Capital City" Sabine said darkly.


"Really?" Wolffe incredulously asked.


"Yes. Really. So be careful around it." Sabine retorted, slapping the back of his head with her hand.


"Alright alright, I'll keep clear of it" Wolffe muttered, taking several steps back from the sled and rubbing his hand nervously along the back of his neck.


"Anyway as I was saying, this is supposed to all be farm equipment, which I mean, CLEARLY it is not... so let's take a little look and see what we've really got shall we?" Rex gestured over to the first block of crates and containers.


"Three containers, one each?" Sabine suggested.


A few gruff responses came from the clones and they all split up. Sabine reached her container first, Staring down at the simple metal lock.


'Nothing a good blaster can't fix'


With a few shots the lock fell away, a loud clang echoed through the hold as it struck the metal floor. Followed by the sounds of the clones doing the same.


With the lock removed Sabine impatiently thrust the door open, putting enough force behind it to let it swing open with a loud groan.


The pale white glow of the holds lighting spilled into the container, illuminating the contents.


…


"Holy Shit" Sabine muttered.


Please drop by the archive and comment to let the author know if you enjoyed their work!






























A Worthy Suitor
Posted originally on the Archive of Our Own at http://archiveofourown.org/works/31173869.


Rating:
General Audiences
Archive Warning:
No Archive Warnings Apply
Category:
F/M
Fandom:
Star Wars: Rebels, Star Wars - All Media Types, Star Wars: The Clone Wars (2008) - All Media Types
Relationship:
Ezra Bridger/Sabine Wren, Alrich Wren/Ursa Wren, Sabine Wren & Ursa Wren, Alrich Wren & Sabine Wren
Character:
Sabine Wren, Ezra Bridger, Ursa Wren, Alrich Wren
Additional Tags:
Introspection, Character Study, Mandalorian Culture (Star Wars), Planet Krownest (Star Wars), References to Star Wars: The Clone Wars (2008), Star Wars: Rebels Season 4 Spoilers, Alrich and Ursa ship it, And so do I, Teasing, Crushes, Fluff, Family Bonding, Canon Compliant, Mandalorians Love Parties, i don't make the rules, Poor Ezra doesn't know what's coming for him, Young Love, Ezra is With Her but Not With Her, if you know you know, One Shot, Sabezra Week 2022, Sabezra Week
Language:
English
Series:
Part 2 of Sabezra/Ezrabine One Shots
Collections:
Sabezra Week 2022
Stats:
Published: 2021-05-08 Words: 2,223 Chapters: 1/1
A Worthy Suitor
by ConsiderTheLiliesOfTheField
Summary


After successfully destroying the "Duchess" and rescuing Alrich, Clan Wren celebrates their victory back on Krownest. Sabine reflects on her time spent with her family. Alrich and Ursa are… curious about Sabine’s true feelings toward a certain raven-haired Jedi Padawan.


Aka Sabine's in denial and her parents don't buy it.


Notes


Takes place just after the events of “Heroes of Mandalore” but before “In the Name of the Rebellion.”


Scroll to the bottom for the accompanying art! <3


See the end of the work for more notes
The valiant warriors of Clan Wren on Krownest were celebrating a temporary victory tonight--a victory that marked the beginning of a new era for Clan Wren.


At last, this long desired period of freedom and independence from the Empire was upon them, and with it, new allies and enemies emerged. But tonight, the warriors chose to forget about the inevitable battles and turbulent times ahead and just celebrated. Hopes high and cups filled to the brim, Clan Wren rejoiced. There would be time for prepping and training later.


For now, they did what Mandalorians do best besides war: Partying.


Sabine smiled to herself from her seat at a table at the head of the room, surveying the celebration with a subdued relief.


She was happy. Truly and undeniably so.


Finally, after years of guilt and shame, Sabine didn’t have the weight of her past mistakes crushing her down. The "Duchess" was destroyed and her father had been returned home safe and sound. Her relationship with her mother was still healing, but things like that take time. Some wounds might never heal.


Her months on Krownest were spent with her family and clan, relearning her culture again and trying fervently to restore her honor. Slowly but surely, Clan Wren had accepted her back and had gone so far as to call her a hero. The prospect both thrilled and terrified Sabine. The Darksaber had come with so much responsibility. Too much.


In her grasp, Sabine had held the history and very legacy of her people. ‘Relief’ couldn’t begin to describe what she felt when at last, she pressed the saber into Bo-Katan’s steady hands.


It wasn’t that Sabine thought she couldn’t be a leader. She just didn’t want to. It wasn’t who she was or was meant to be.


A voice in the back of her mind whispered that she had a purpose elsewhere that was larger than just Mandalore, even if she didn’t know it yet. She would return to the Rebellion with Kanan and Ezra soon enough. And besides, that saber belonged in the hands of someone who would live, breathe, and die for Mandalore. Sabine wasn’t sure that she would yet. And that was okay. Mandalore had other great leaders--leaders like Bo-Katan Kryze, Fenn Rau, and Ursa Wren.


She didn’t envy her mother’s position right now. The Countess had a lot on her plate with the civil war and holding out against the Empire. However, she held up her appearance as a strong leader, the only evidence of her stress being the dark circles under her eyes and the crease in her brow. For the time being, that worry was gone, replaced with a calm contentment as she sat with Sabine at the family table and watched their people rejoice together.


Alrich sat beside her, his hand set over hers. Ever since his return to Krownest, Alrich had been glued to his wife’s side, never straying far from her or any of his family. The couple were overjoyed to be reunited, and rightfully so.


Something warm ignited in Sabine’s chest when she saw them like this. Her parents were never the type for public displays of affection, but she couldn’t ignore the secret smiles or glances often shared between them that only someone who knew them could notice. Sabine had never been a stickler for romance, or at least she told herself so, but it was still delightful to witness her parents’ happiness when together.


Tristan was probably in the crowd somewhere, starting an arm wrestling or drinking competition with his fellow clansmen like the proud Mandalorian he was. He would do well for the clan in the future.


As Sabine scanned the room, her eyes landed on a familiar orange coat mingling amongst the sea of grey and yellow armor. Ezra was enjoying himself, predictably, and taking part in the challenges set before him by the boisterous Mandalorians in stride. Almost every member of the clan wanted to test their strength against one of the fabled Jetti, though Kanan sat most of the spars out, claiming he was “too old to take part in these games.” (Yeah right.) Sabine suspected that he just wanted Ezra to have fun without him hanging around for once.


And have fun he did.


Now the apprentice was sitting on a table, surrounded by eager Wrens and telling an elaborate story. Clearly, he enjoyed being in the center of attention, hands moving through the air in dramatic motions as he spoke.


That was one thing that Sabine had discovered about Ezra during his brief time with Clan Wren; he was a surprisingly good storyteller.


Somehow, the way he exaggerated the events just enough to keep them realistic but mystical captivated his audience, expertly pulling them along on his thrilling tale. The “plot twists” were dramatic and theatrical--almost absurd to Sabine, who had been present for many of these events--but exciting to those listening.


Ezra’s gaze met Sabine’s across the room briefly and he waved, just a small, timid twist of his wrist. She smiled despite herself and waved back, resting her chin on her fist.


“Young Bridger seems popular tonight,” Ursa mused from beside her. Sabine chuckled and nodded. “Especially amongst many of the young women, I might add.”


Hold up.


The last part caught Sabine by surprise. She glanced at her mother and found her watching Ezra with an almost… amused expression.


“I suppose so,” she said slowly, testing the waters.


Nothing her mother said was ever without an ulterior motive, so the question rang in Sabine’s mind: What is her game now?


“He’s quite strong and a powerful fighter, not to mention a handsome young man,” the Countess noted, expression and tone suspiciously impassive--like she was evaluating a new recruit.


Sabine didn’t say anything and just sipped her Ne’tra gal, knowing somewhere deep in her mind that this was a trap. She tried to focus on the sweet and sticky taste of the ale on her tongue rather than the percipient gaze of her mother.


“I wonder if he’ll end up a part of our clan eventually.”


Sabine sputtered and inhaled violently, choking on her drink. It burned.


She was not expecting that response. “Mother!”


In Mandalorian culture, there are only two ways to join a clan: Adoption or marriage. And her mother was certainly not thinking of the former.


“What’s wrong with him falling for one of our own?”


Sabine silently struggled to find a reply that would both satisfy her mother and save her own force-forsaken hide. “He… he’s a Jedi!”


Her answer was weak, unprepared, and sloppy--a desperate punch thrown in the middle of a firefight. And Ursa knew it.


She raised a skeptical brow. “So? It’s been decades since our people’s conflict with the Jedi. And he, as well as Master Jarrus, have proven themselves to be more than worthy enough warriors. I can’t say the other clans would be too pleased, but they would just be jealous. And might I remind you of the late Duchess Satine’s Jedi lover...”


Sabine frowned and wiped at her face with a napkin. This entire situation was… to be desired. And she certainly didn’t like where this conversation was going.


“Why are you bringing this up? I’ve known Ezra for a long time. I hardly think he’d settle for one of the clanswomen.” It was both a truth and a lie, but she was desperate for a way out, praying her mother would take the bait.


No such luck.


Ursa turned to her daughter. “Is that so? What about you, then, ad’ika?”


Sabine tried to laugh, but it came out forced and rough, making her wince internally. Heat crawled up her neck as she met her mother’s gaze unflinching, not willing to let her win this easily. “I really don’t think--”


“I was once a girl your age, Sabine,” Ursa chuckled, a rare smirk curling the edge of her lips up. “It’s hard to resist an attractive young male like him. Especially one with the fierce spirit of a Mandalorian. I know a worthy suitor when I see one.”


“Wha--”


“Your mother is correct,” Alrich chuckled as he switched seats to sit next to Sabine. “I couldn’t help but overhear. Are we discussing our young friend Ezra?”


The Countess nodded. “Yes, I was just remarking on what a skilled warrior he is. He would make a fine addition to the clan.”


“Mother--”


“I am inclined to agree,” Alrich hummed. Sabine’s head whipped toward him and the intensity of her glare was enough to burn a hole through the hull of a ship. He chuckled nervously. “It’s only the truth, daughter. No one can deny that he is a handsome and intelligent boy.”


Now trapped between her unbearable parents with no escape in sight, Sabine succumbed to her fate, sinking into her chair. If only the Empire would come take her away again. Even that would be better than this utter humiliation.


“Father,” she hissed, silently praying for anything to give her an escape.


“Sabine, you’ve lived with him for several years, surely you--”


“Hey, Sabine!”


And her prayer was answered in the form of the very source of her torment.


Ezra approached the three Wrens, cerulean eyes sparkling with familiar mischief as he stopped in front of the table. “Countess Ursa and Lord Alrich, I hope I’m not interrupting,” he greeted, standing with hands folded politely behind his back, “but I just bet some of your lovely cousins over there 20 credits that I could take Sabine down in a sparring match. And I really want to keep my credits. Mind if I borrow her for a bit?”


Sabine could kiss him right now if it wouldn’t prove her parents right.


“Call me Alrich,” the Earl chuckled, smiling fondly at the young Jedi. “A friend of Sabine’s is a friend of mine. And please, do take her with you.”


Ezra’s eyes widened and Sabine swore there was a tinge of red on his cheeks as he laughed nervously. She recognized the familiar twinkle in her father’s eyes that only appeared after he made puns or had a secret.


They already have inside jokes?


Sabine would never doubt Ezra’s ability to make allies ever again if he could become friends with her father so quickly. Then again, Alrich wasn’t the most challenging member of her family to befriend. And yet Ezra had won over her mother without even trying.


“I was just leaving,” Sabine hissed as she stood. Her parents cast knowing glances at each other and she silently prayed that she wasn’t blushing. “And bold of you to assume that you could ever beat me in the first place. You’re on my turf now.”


Ezra grinned. “Then come prove it.”


Sabine practically leapt over the table, shooting a withering glare back at her parents as she scurried away. Oblivious to the state of his Mandalorian friend, Ezra turned to follow her. But before going too far, he abruptly stopped in his tracks and whirled back around, bowing awkwardly to her parents. “Countess, Alrich,” he said quickly, then turned and jogged to catch up with a rapidly retreating Sabine.


His stumbling formalities made Sabine laugh silently to herself. The usually confident and reckless Padawan was always so cautious and formal around her parents, even though it was hardly necessary anymore. She suspected that he was trying to impress them, but then again, Ezra tried to impress everyone…


Right?


“What was that about?” he whispered to her as they merged into the crowd.


She just shuddered.. “You don’t want to know.”


Ezra gave her a strange look and then shrugged. “Okay. But just between you and me, your mom is still terrifying.”


Sabine laughed, a real, genuine sound she reserved for only a few people. With delight, she noticed that it was easier to laugh like this now. “You don’t know half of it.”


He grinned in response and bumped her shoulder with his. “I’m totally going to win this time.”


“In your dreams, jetti.” She shoved him back and the two laughed.


“Come on,” Ezra said, catching her hand in his as they weaved through the crowd. “The others are waiting over here.”


Sabine’s heart skipped a beat at the unexpected gesture and she didn’t even try to stop the shy smile that tugged at her lips. She tightened her fingers around his.


“Lead the way.”


She felt her parents’ gazes following them and could almost imagine their smug grins, but couldn’t find it in herself to care.


Right now, she was with her best friend and partner, surrounded by allies new and old.


Times were changing. Changing for the better.


Yes, Sabine still had a long way to go to fully restore her honor and self-respect, but when Ezra flashed that soft, reassuring smile back toward her, it released the same bubbling warmth in her chest that she felt when she looked at her parents earlier. And when she turned her wrist so that her fingers intertwined with his, those bubbles expanded and floated into the sky.


Maybe the future was uncertain, but Sabine knew that as long as she had her friends and family by her side, she could accomplish anything.


First things first: Ezra’s ego needed to be knocked down a peg or two.






End Notes


Thank you so much for reading! Happy Sabezra Week 2022 ;)


Please drop by the archive and comment to let the author know if you enjoyed their work!
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Summary


More often than not, it's the little things that matter the most.


After Sabine is injured by an unlucky blaster shot during a mission, Ezra helps take care of her and surprises her with a hidden skill.


A fluffy one-shot! :)
Mostly platonic, but can be read as romantic if you squint.


Notes


This is my first time ever publicly posting my writing, so your feedback would be much appreciated! :)


This doesn't take place during a specific time, just somewhere in Season 3 between "Antilles Extraction" and "Trials of the Darksaber."
Without further ado, I present "The Little Things"...


See the end of the work for more notes
Sabine was a hands-on person. She liked to do things herself. It was the only way she could be sure that it would be done right and exactly the way she wanted. Yes, if necessary, she would accept some help, but it grated on her nerves when she couldn’t control a situation. The crew knew this and stayed out of her way most of the time.


A lucky blaster shot from a buckethead had ruined that. Ever since her injury, Sabine had trouble raising her right arm above her head without pain and uncomfortable stiffness in her shoulder blade. This made everything difficult.


Sabine could shoot just fine with her left hand, so fighting wasn’t the problem; no, her problem was everything else.


She was prodominantly right-handed, which ruled out drawing, painting, writing, getting dressed, and pretty much anything else that was useful.


Brushing her hair was particularly difficult, as she was unable to reach the back of her head. That didn’t mean she didn’t stubbornly try and fail again and again, using many awkward poses to try to untangle the nest of knots that was driving her crazy. Sure, she could use her left hand, but then that meant reaching the right side of her head was difficult. And that was where the worst tangles were. Showering was a challenge on its own, but this proved to be an entire different level of struggle.


The brush clattered to the floor for the fifth time this evening. Sabine winced at the loud noise and the pain flashing through her shoulder as she hissed. “Karabast.”


She was about to pick it up when someone knocked on her door--three short polite taps. Ezra.


Everyone in the crew had very distinct knocking patterns that Sabine had learned to recognize over the years. Hera’s was two resolute knocks, Kanan’s was usually very soft and easy to miss, a gentle rap of knuckles, Zeb’s was a few solid taps, and Ezra’s varied depending on his mood or whose door he knocked on. Even Chopper’s metal appendages made a very distinct sound compared to the others--not that he ever cared to knock, anyways.


“Come in,” Sabine called.


The door slid open and Ezra entered, but must have noticed her foul mood, because he stayed a cautious distance away. “Hey, I heard something drop. Is everything okay?”


Clearly.


Sabine sighed. “Yeah. Just cursing this stupid shoulder. I can’t draw, paint, eat, or even brush my hair right,” she grumbled, gesturing to the brush lying lamely on the floor.


Ezra knelt to pick it up. Sabine was about to protest, but he was already on his feet by the time she opened her mouth. He looked at her and blinked once, twice, fingers fidgeting on the brush handle. Something was on his mind.


“What is it?”


He pursed his lips, seeming to debate what he was about to say. “It’s nothing.”


“Ezra--”


“Fine, fine,” he sighed, running a hand through his short hair. It was gradually growing out, but still was closer to a military buzz cut than anything. “I… I could help you.”


Sabine blinked. “With what?”


“Your hair. I’ll help you brush it.” Apparently realizing the intimacy of what he just suggested, his cheeks reddened and eyes widened as he stammered, “That-that is, only if you want me to. If not that’s completely fine and I underst--”


“Ezra,” Sabine chuckled, holding her hands out as if to placate him. She hadn’t seen him this flustered in a long time, maybe since before Malachor. It was… endearing. “It’s fine. I could use the help.”


She moved to her bunk and sat down on the edge. When Ezra didn’t move for a moment, she patted the mattress beside her and said, “Well, come on, then.”


“Oh, um, right.” He shuffled forward and awkwardly sat down on the bed next to her. She turned so that her back was facing him, silently praying that Ezra actually knew what he was doing. After a moment of tense silence and no movement from the boy sitting behind her, surprisingly gentle hands touched her hair. The brush barely glided through the wet strands, gently testing the state of her tangles. “Tell me if I’m hurting you.”


Sabine nodded slightly as he expertly worked the brush through the knots. It was an odd sensation, having another person brush her hair--one she’d only experienced as a child. Sabine would pull her hair back everyday so that it would fit under her helmet, but her mother used to do her hair in elaborate braids for special ceremonies. Sabine still remembered sitting in front of the mirror and chatting and laughing with her mother as she ran her fingers gently across her scalp.


“You have such beautiful hair, ad’ika.”


Ursa loved Sabine’s hair. Sabine also looked a lot like her mother with long hair. Maybe that was why she cut it all off after defecting from the Empire.


The feel of the brush gliding along her scalp stirred Sabine from her thoughts and gave her a strange sense of calm. She hummed without realizing it and the brush froze mid stroke.


“Is this okay?”


“Hm? Oh, yes, it’s fine. It doesn’t hurt,” she assured Ezra. “It… feels good, actually.” Ezra didn’t say anything, but Sabine knew he must have that big dorky grin on his face. She rolled her eyes, unbeknownst to him, and smiled as he continued to work the brush through her hair. “How are you so good at this?”


The brush dropped away briefly as he used his hands to separate the tangled areas from the smooth ones. “I had hair longer than this for a long time, remember?”
Sabine internally facepalmed. “Ugh, of course you did. I knew that. Sometimes I forget you weren’t always a fuzzhead.”


“Hey, you’re the one that gave me this haircut!”


“Only because you tried to chop it all off and it was the only way to salvage it!”


Ezra hissed through his teeth and sighed in defeat, but she could hear the smile in his voice. “Okay, fine.”


After another period of silence, Sabine heard Ezra set the brush down. His fingers wove their way into her hair again, gently separating it into small sections and weaving them together. The sensation brought back another wave of nostalgia for Sabine and she exhaled, letting herself simmer in those memories for a bit.


“How do you know how to braid hair?” she found herself whispering.


Ezra froze briefly and she could almost feel his mood deflate. “Mom taught me.”


Sabine chewed on the inside of her cheek and winced. “I’m sor--”


“No, don’t apologize,” he whispered. “It’s okay.”


Sabine didn’t feel okay after bringing up one of his painful memories, but she bit her tongue and let him speak.


“Whenever I was bored, she would let me play with her hair. She had very long, thick hair, so that made it fun to style. Once, she broke her arm and wasn’t able to wrap her hair, so I did it for her.”


“Like you’re doing for me,” Sabine whispered. “Thank you for telling me.”


He didn’t respond, but a quick glance in the reflection of her helmet by her feet revealed his calm, almost happy, expression.


“How long was her hair?” she asked.


Ezra bobbed his head from side to side as he thought. “Maybe the middle of her back.”


“My hair used to be that long.”


Ezra’s hands didn’t stop their motions as he gasped. “Really?”


Sabine chuckled. “Yes. Before I was a cadet.”


Then, Ezra laughed.


Surprised, Sabine turned slightly to look at him. “What?”


“Hey, stop moving,” he grumbled as her movement caused the top of the braid to loosen and he brushed it out again to restart. “It’s just weird to think of you with long hair.”


“What’s so weird about it?”


She felt rather than saw him shrug. “I’ve only ever known you with short hair.”


His answer was simple, yet somehow was satisfying enough. She hummed and let him work. “While we're on the topic, my hair is naturally black.”


“I know.”


She blinked. “How?”


“Your eyebrows,” Ezra said, like it was obvious. And Sabine supposed it was. “And when you forget to re-dye your hair, the roots are dark.”


“Oh.” Sabine silently wondered when he’d been able to notice such tiny details about her. The sentiment that someone cared enough to notice those things made her feel… warm, comfortable even. Sure, Hera or Kanan noticed some things, but they never mentioned the more personal details. Not like that.


Ezra chuckled and his hands dropped away as he stepped back to admire his work. “Alright, I think that’s it!”


Sabine lifted her good arm and touched her hair. It had barely begun to dry, but she could feel the perfectly smooth ridges of the braid crown wrapping around her head. “Thank you,” she said as he handed her the brush. “It’s beautiful.”


“No problem,” he grinned, rubbing his neck and ducking his head. “Let me know if you need me to do anything else. I’m… I’m always willing to help.”


Sabine considered him for a moment, smiling slightly. “That sounds good. I’ll be sure to ask you whenever I need. And this is so well done, I might just make you do this even after I heal.” She winked, then was silently mortified that she did.


He grinned wide in response and opened his mouth to reply, but Hera’s voice over the comms interrupted him.


“Ezra, I need you in the galley to help with food preparation. It’s you and me tonight.”


“Be right there!” he called back, then turning and shrugging to Sabine apologetically. “Ah, I guess I should go,” he sighed, walking toward the door. “See you later, Sabine.”


Before he got too far, she leaned over and caught his wrist with her good arm. “Hey, Ezra.” He turned to look at her, expression neutral, but eyes wide and sparkling in the dim light of her room. She released his wrist and smiled. “Thank you, really.”


He grinned and bowed, spreading one arm out to the side in a grand gesture. “My pleasure.”


Hera’s impatient call made them both chuckle. “Now I actually have to go.”


“Don’t poison us! The Rebellion still needs its best fighters.”


“I’ll try my best.”


With a quick salute, he turned and left the room. Seconds later, she could hear a shout followed by Chopper letting loose a string of profanities. Sabine laughed quietly as she picked up her helmet and looked at her reflection in the visor.


Not bad, kid, she thought to herself, admiring the skill and care put into the braid. Not bad.


End Notes


Thank you for reading!


Btw it's not canon that Sabine had long hair when she was younger. It's just a personal headcanon that I like :3


Please drop by the archive and comment to let the author know if you enjoyed their work!
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*Title taken from the song Sanctified with Dynamite by Powerwolf.*
*If you see that I've updated the work, but there are no extra chapters, I've probably just edited the formatting or grammar or something.*


Sent on an undercover mission to infiltrate a minor politician's gala, Ezra and Sabine unearth information that could either save the fledgling Rebel Alliance... or destroy it.
Follow the adventures of Ezra Bridger and Sabine Wren as they go from being "known terrorists" to the very top of the ISB's shavit-list on a mission where stormtroopers, space pirates, and skimpy dresses are the least of their worries!


Notes


Hey, readers, I'm BigFoot: bibliophile, metalhead, gamer, and lover of everything Star Wars! *casually shunts the sequels out the airlock*
This is my first offering on the altar to the fanfic gods, and with any kind of luck it won't be my last.
Please comment down below, I'd love to hear from you, and concrit is worth its weight in gold!


3... 2... 1... And Here We Go!
Chapter Summary


Ezra and Sabine start an adventure.


Chapter Notes


See the end of the chapter for notes
Ezra Bridger stood in the companion way of the Ghost and frowned. On the one hand, he needed to pack for an upcoming recon op (for which he'd have to turn right, into the quarters he and Zeb shared), but on the other, he could feel frustration radiating off Sabine in ever-increasing waves.
Ezra had always done his best to respect the privacy of Sabine's mind, but every now and again, he'd accidentally catch snippets of her thoughts.
Where is it? Where is it? Where IS IT?!
Steeling himself for a potentially explosive situation - Sabine was, after all, Mandalorian - Ezra knocked on her hatch and called out, "Need a hand?"
Something inside Sabine's quarters crashed, followed by Sabine muttering a litany of choice words in Mando'a, some which Ezra filed away for later reference. Finally, Sabine's hatch opened to reveal her room in disarray. She was wearing a tank-top that was most certainly not mission appropriate, and judging by the way she wore it both inside-out and back-to-front, it had obviously been put on in haste.
"You lost something." Ezra stated.
"How'd you…? Never mind. Jedi." Sabine held up her hand and wiggled her fingers.
"Yeah, I'm looking for a visor attachment that goes on my helmet. It's better for recon than my usual range-finder." Sabine answered.
"You mean like the ones on some Clone helmets I've seen kicking around in surplus stores every now and then?" Ezra asked.
"Yeah, similar, but Mandalorian ones have a few extra functions." Sabine nodded.
"Well, I'll go finish packing and let you put your shirt on properly. And before you ask, yes, I know that came out weird. You know what I mean. Give me a yell when you're ready, and I'll help you look for your visor."


It didn't take Ezra long to pack. He just threw a couple of changes of clothes, his toiletries, and his weathered old second (or two-hundredth) hand DL-44 blaster into a duffel bag, checked the power cell on his lightsaber, and he was ready to go.
"Ok, Ezra, I'm ready!" Sabine called out.
Ezra called back an acknowledgement and crossed the companion way into Sabine's quarters (she'd already opened her hatch again) and glanced around.
Your eyes can deceive you. Don't trust them. Stretch out with your feelings.
It was one of the oldest lessons Ezra had learned from Kanan. Deciding his eyes would be useless, Ezra stretched out, eyes half-lidded as he focused on his surroundings through the Force.
Distance is an Illusion. If you need something, you've only got to reach out and grab it.
There was a satisfying tug in the Force, followed by a meaty smack as the missing visor flew into his outstretched hand. He opened his eyes and held the visor out to Sabine.
"Since when could you do that?" Sabine asked.
"It's new. Remember when I went on that jailbreak mission a few weeks ago? Well, while I was locked up, I went over some old lessons and as I was meditatin, the Force made me think of the implications of what happens when I throw some of those teachings together." Ezra answered.
"You spend too much time incarcerated."
"It's good meditation time. Besides, you and I both know there isn't an Imperial prison that could hold me." Ezra grinned lopsidedly as he stepped out of Sabine's quarters.
"I'll be waiting out by the Gauntlet. No rush, we're still ahead of schedule." He called over his shoulder, retrieving his luggage and sliding down the ladder.


True to his word, Ezra was out by the Gauntlet when Sabine arrived, followed closely by Zeb (who had been leg-roped into carrying her luggage), Chopper (who kept up a running commentary about the general stupidity of his Meat Bags), and Kanan and Hera (who walked hand in hand). Sabine was kitted down, preferring to get into character for her cover story - a prissy rich-girl from some small, moneyed up family in the Mid-Rim, ostensibly attending what Ezra jokingly called a Silver Spoon party. Massassi Group high command had already got the documents forged for her. In place of her usual distinctive armor, she wore an airy, flowing purple dress with a figure-hugging bodice and heart-shaped neckline. Around her waist was a sash that looked like authentic gold weave with the sort of value that would have fed Ezra for more than a year back when he was a street urchin.
She'd put in hair extensions and dyed her hair black fading to purple, worn in an ornate braid that started at her bangs and wound around the back of her head before coming to a heavy, complicated tail end that rested on her left shoulder. Ezra did a double take and nearly forgot to scoop his jaw up off the flight deck.
"Well, look at you out of armor, and wearing a dress to boot! I guess I owe Zeb fifty credits now." Ezra joked, fishing in his pocket before tossing Zeb a stack of coins. Fifty credits to witness Sabine in a dress was money well-spent in Ezra's highly unbiased opinion. Her answering punch to his shoulder was also well worth it.
"For the record, I hate dresses. They make it so hard to hide a respectable load out." Sabine griped.
"Let me guess, your WESTARs are strapped to your thighs, you're hiding a vibroblade in your sash, and a thermal detonator… somewhere. Not sure where, exactly, all I know is, you flatly refuse to go anywhere without any explosives." Ezra quipped.
"Don't ask where I'm keeping the detonator. I don't think your security clearance is high enough." Sabine smirked as she sashayed past him up the Gauntlet's ramp.
It took every ounce of willpower and self-discipline for Ezra not to follow the sway of her hips too closely.
"Hey, Ezra," Kanan called, beckoning his Padawan over, "A word in private?"
"Sure." Ezra answered, following his mentor to a relatively empty patch of landing pad.
"These are just a precaution." Kanan admonished, handing over a box of prophylactics. "What happens on mission stays on mission. Don't give me that look, I was your age once and I know what sort of trouble you might get into. Besides, it gives Hera peace of mind."
"Alright, but odds are you'll be getting these back unopened." Ezra sighed, pocketing the box discreetly.
"I would tell you to put your money where your mouth is, but that'd be like taking candy from a baby." Kanan joked, clapping Ezra on the shoulder as they rejoined the rest of their motley family.
"Be safe, Ezra. I obviously don't need to tell you to watch out for Sabine." Hera instructed, pulling Ezra into an embrace.
"I will. I'll check in with you every day unless I tell you otherwise." Ezra assured her.
"That's my boy." Hera smiled, releasing her adoptive son.
Ezra moved on to Zeb next. "You'll have your room back for a few days. Don't moult on my bunk, and definitely don't go looking for that bottle of whiskey behind the loose panel of the port-side bulkhead." Ezra Winked.
"Oh, but whiskey is my poison!" Zeb groaned, playing along with the joke. "Anyway, kit, don't get dead out there. I'd rather share a drink with you than pour a libation over a plaque." the Lasat added somberly.
"I'll hold you to that, big guy." Ezra grinned as the two warriors clasped wrists. Finally, Ezra followed Sabine up the Gauntlet's boarding ramp.


The Gauntlet was a medium sized vessel of Mandalorian design, with a long central pod and two angular wings into which the engines were built. Ezra and Sabine had already repainted it orange and blue, a far cry from the red and black its previous owner had preferred.
"Thank you for flying Air Bridger. Please be seated and wear your seatbelt for the takeoff sequence. The only exit is the aft ramp. In the event of an emergency, panic quietly." Ezra recited with a grin as he started the takeoff process and coordinated with air traffic control.


Chapter End Notes


Well, that's the first chapter out of the way. I'm honestly surprised I grew the gett'se to post this.


Your Mission, Should You Choose To Accept It
Chapter Summary


The Dynamic Duo are briefed on their mission.
Also, Sabine hates being out of armor.


Chapter Notes


Certiv, I've been looking for you. Got something I'm s'posed to deliver - your hands only. Now let's see here...


See the end of the chapter for more notes
Three hyperspace jumps, two scrambled transponder codes, and a near-collision later, the Gauntlet floated in empty space above the pristine world of Naboo.
Ezra sat at the helm and looked with wide-eyed wonder at the rolling fields and forests of green interspersed with glittering azure lakes and seas.
Ezra felt a slight tug in the Force moments before the cockpit hatch opened behind him. He dragged his gaze away from the world below, and observed Sabine sauntering in, trying to gauge her mood. By the way she sat down rigidly on the edge of the copilot’s chair, her expression carefully schooled into neutrality, Ezra decided it was best to tread lightly around her.
“You good? If you want, you can disappear out back and make yourself comfortable. I’ll take notes on the briefing for you.” Ezra offered.
“Thanks, Ez, but I need to be here just in case.” Sabine replied
Ezra nodded, deciding to drop the issue. Once made up, Sabine’s mind was impossible to change. Instead, he turned back to the console and pinged the frequency he’d been given to alert the Fulcrum network that he and Sabine were in position and ready for further orders.
Moments later, the incoming transmission light blinked. Ezra answered the call, eyes widening when an older gentleman with grey hair and an equally grey goatee and mustache materialized above the projector.
“Viceroy.” Ezra acknowledged, sticking to the no-names policy all Fulcrum transmissions adhered to.
“Spectre Four, Six, it’s good to see you well.” Viceroy Organa smiled. “As you know, the Imperial Security Bureau is always on the look-out for opportunities to disrupt our operations. What you don’t know is that in the past two standard months, there has been a fifty-three percent spike in Fulcrum casualty rates. We’ve kept this carefully under wraps because if word got out that our intelligence network was compromised, it would be a serious blow to the morale and recruiting capabilities of the rest of the Alliance.”
“And you want us to find what’s compromised the network and either report back, or eliminate the threat if possible.” Ezra interjected.
“Precisely.” Organa smiled, “In two weeks time, Major Vidian Osk, a rising star in ISB circles, is holding a gala to celebrate Aldaraan’s New Hope festival. The gala is a cover story for a high-profile meeting of ISB agents. Your job is to begin your investigation there. You have carte-blanche to do as you see fit in rooting out the threat and neutralizing it.” Organa elaborated.
“Spectre Four, you will play the part of Winama Naberrie, daughter of Darred and Sola Naberrie, and debutante to the Court of the Old Families - an organisation of noble houses ranging from the Core Worlds to the Mid Rim. Spectre Six, you are Robal Denta, Winama Naberrie’s security detail. You will both spend two weeks with Darred and Sola Naberrie, familiarizing yourselves with your cover identities, and then you will attend Major Osk’s gala and proceed with the mission. Any questions?”
“One question, Sir. Why us? I mean, not that we’re not grateful for the trust and opportunity you’ve given us, but surely there are other, better qualified agents for this.” Ezra asked.
“I chose you because of Spectre Four's connections to a noble family, and therefore will know what’s expected of her already as a noble-woman. You are on the mission because of your abilities, and because you two have a history of working well together.” Organa answered.
Ezra nodded, satisfied.
“I’m sending you the case files, which include more detail on your cover stories, as well as possible persons of interest, an emergency contact and pass-code, and the frequency of your handler for this operation. May the Force be With You.” Organa concluded.
“And with you.” Ezra responded with a nod of finality before Organa cut the transmission.


“Theed Traffic Control, this is the Gauntlet requesting permission to land.” Ezra said, nudging the ship into a holding pattern circling the city below.
“This is Theed ATC, please transmit your transponder code and cargo manifest.”
“Transmitting now.” Ezra confirmed, hands flying over the control console with practiced ease.
There was a pause.
“Gauntlet, you are cleared to land. Proceed to docking bay ninety-four.” the air traffic controller instructed.
“Acknowledged, Control.” Ezra replied as he went through the landing sequence.
When the Gauntlet touched down, Ezra met Sabine at the boarding ramp and together they descended to meet a paunchy port official in a maroon and gold suit.
“That will be two hundred credits to dock your vessel. Any items you bring with you off the vessel will have to go through Customs, which is just over there. We have a porter service which starts at thirty credits if you so desire.”
Ezra procured one of the two thin rectangular bank tokens he and Sabine had been given for the mission.
“I’ll take you up on that porter service, and could you also please refuel my ship?” he asked.
“Certainly, sir.” the official smiled, scanning the token through his Point-of-Sale terminal and beckoning one of the porters over.
The porter who came was a blond woman in her late twenties with a sunny disposition and a bright, wholesome Force presence. Ezra unconsciously relaxed a little, allowing his left hand to drift away from the holdout blaster in his back pocket.
“The luggage is in the ward room. You can’t miss it.” Ezra instructed.
“Thanks. I’ll be right back.” the cheery porter beamed, heading up the ramp.
Sabine stood next to him, her arms crossed and hugging her waist. Her Force presence swirled anxiously as she eyed the space port’s other patrons.
“Don’t worry, Sabine. I’ve got your six.” Ezra said, putting his arm around her shoulders.
“What I would give to have my beskar’gam on right now.” Sabine complained.
Ah. Thought Ezra. So that’s what all this is about.
Sabine once told him about how a Mandalorian’s armor is part of their identity, a second skin.
Sabine probably feels naked without it. It’d be like me going without my lightsaber! He reflected, patting the left side of his jacket to confirm that his ‘saber was still there.


After Ezra, Sabine, and their luggage had passed through Customs, Ezra pulled out his communicator and dialed in one of the frequencies he’d been given.
A slender, dark-haired woman with fair skin appeared above the projector.
“Sola Naberrie, here.” the woman stated.
“By the Light of Lothal’s Moons.” Ezra recited the pass phrase.
“Ah, Fulcrum. I was wondering when you would arrive. I’ll send my driver around to retrieve you and your things. He’ll be about half an hour.” Sola said.
“Thank you. We’ll see you when we get there.” Ezra nodded, ending the call.
Glancing around quickly, Ezra picked up his duffel bag and slung the strap over his shoulder before lifting Sabine’s luggage with some help from the Force. He was always cautious, even about less-overt uses of his powers and especially when he was in unknown, Imperial-occupied territory.
“Let’s go grab some lunch.” Ezra suggested.
“Gar guur’ skraan.” Sabine chuckled, shaking her head slightly.
“Don’t give me that. You know as well as I do that Hera would have our hides if we didn’t act all responsible and have three square a day.” Ezra shot back, already following his nose towards a vendor selling something delicious and deep-fried.
“‘Responsible’ he says, as he heads for the heart-attack on a stick.” Sabine joked.
“Right, because you have the moral high-ground with your rate of caf consumption. I’m surprised you don’t bleed caf!” Ezra retorted.
Sabine spluttered indignantly, struggling to find a comeback.
“Those paint fumes finally gone to your head?” Ezra quipped.
Sabine’s only reply was to punch Ezra’s shoulder.
Ezra: 1138, Sabine: 5052. I’m catching up!
Ezra hid his smirk as he tallied the Score they’d been keeping ever since he’d joined the crew of the Ghost.
They ended up ordering the deep-fried food anyway. Ezra knew Sabine couldn’t resist his ‘tooka-eyes’, and that she hated the fact she couldn’t resist.


Chapter End Notes


Here's a li'l something for y'all. I still haven't decided on an update schedule, so until I do settle on one, updates may take anywhere between a a day or a week.
On another note, I hope everyone's staying safe and healthy during these trying times.


Mando'a translations:


Beskar'gam - Mandalorian armor, made from the rare, lightsaber resistant Beskar iron.
Gar guur’ skraan - literally 'You love your food'
Look At This Photograph
Chapter Summary


Ezra and Sabine arrive at the Naberrie estate.
Ezra talks to Sola Naberrie.


Chapter Notes


You want a refund? Here! Here's your Nickelback!


See the end of the chapter for more notes
The ride out to the Naberrie estate was quiet. The wind was chilly, so Ezra - being careful not to expose his lightsaber - shucked his jacket and offered it to Sabine, who accepted it with a grateful nod.
Ezra left Sabine to her thoughts as he himself contemplated the rolling pastures they flew through. Dotted here and there were farmsteads, crops, and livestock, and pristine waterways were common. In the distance, a dense rainforest full of life shone a bright beacon into the ambient Force, and Ezra basked in its spiritual warmth.
Eventually, they arrived at the estate and were shown to guest suites to freshen up after their travels.
After days spent in the spartan confines of a Mandalorian-built warship, Ezra truly relished the opportunity for a real, hot water shower as opposed to the quick, no-frills sonics of shipboard life.
After showering and changing into smart-casual attire, Ezra sat on the end of his bed, crossed his legs, and meditated while he waited for dinner.
The Force felt unusual here. Tension simmered beneath a veneer of calm, a muted undercurrent of fear and sadness that permeated through the house and surrounding grounds.
Ezra frowned, perturbed by the cryptic revelation.
Deciding to investigate, Ezra ended his meditation and slipped out of his room.
The Naberrie household was colored in an earthen style and decorated with artworks and family portraits, giving the environ a cosy, family-home vibe.
As Ezra explored, the Force tugged his gaze towards a particular holograph. The image depicted a petite young woman in her twenties joined by his and Sabine's current hostess, Sola, as well as an older couple who were presumably Sola's parents, two young girls standing in front of Sola and her husband, Darred, and a tall, blond, tanned man who looked about Ezra's age, sporting traditional Jedi robes and a Padawan braid.
Ezra's eyes widened, surprised. He'd seen recordings of Anakin Skywalker giving lectures on lightsaber combat as a Jedi Knight on Kanan's now-destroyed Holocron.
Ezra was so focused on the image that he missed the disturbance in the Force warning him he'd been flanked.
"My sister, Padmé Naberrie, known to the Galaxy at large first as Queen, and then as Senator Amidala. This was taken shortly before the Clone Wars. Someone tried to take her life before she could vote against the Military Creation Act that saw the official commissioning of the Clones and the militarization of the Republic. The Jedi was Anakin Skywalker, a friend of hers from the time of the Naboo Blockade crisis. He had a reckless streak half a parsec wide, and he was completely head over heels for Padmé. If I were a gambler, my money would be on him being the father of her children, twins unfortunately stillborn as she…" Sola's voice trembled, cracked, and she looked down, muttering an apology.
"If your sister loved a Jedi, she would be at least passingly familiar with their teachings." Ezra commented, elaborating, "The last line of the Jedi Code states 'There is no death. There is the Force.' The Jedi taught that life didn't end with physical death, but that the spirit joined with the Force, an energy field that surrounds us and penetrates us, and binds the Galaxy together. Without the Force, life could not exist." Ezra said as a comfort offering.
"Funny, you sound like a Jedi." Sola observed.
"What can I say? I'm a Rebel. I learned to read by studying 'seditious texts'." Ezra shrugged, offering the middle-aged woman a lopsided smile.
"Your daughters, I haven't seen them around. Nor your husband, for that matter." The young man asked.
"Ryoo is studying to be a cardiologist. Pooja is the current Senator for the Chommell Sector. Darred's at work; he's an architect." Sola explained.
"Well, Darred and 'Winama' should get along like a house on fire. She's an artist, among other things, and appreciates any medium of self-expression." Ezra replied.
"And you, Robal, what are your interests?"
"Reading. I grew up on the streets for a bit, until my new family took me in, so reading has always been a bit of a luxury. I also collect helmets - scout trooper, pilot, snow trooper, infantry, hell, I've even got an old Clone Phase One ARC Trooper helmet that's seen more battles than I've had hot dinners!" Ezra chuckled. "I give most of them to Winama to paint. Kind of like one of our ways of sticking it to the system."
"You sound like you've had a hard life." Sola commented.
"It hasn't been easy, but nothing worth doing ever is." Ezra said.
"Well put, Mister Denta. Well put, indeed. And on that note, I had better start making dinner."


Chapter End Notes


Hmmmmmmm...
I wonder how Sola could affect the story?


Enjoying the View
Chapter Summary


Ezra trains, then gets a rude awakening.
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The next two weeks were a blur of court etiquette lessons, security protocols, and training Ezra out of his drawling Outer Rim accent. The last time Ezra worked so hard was when he'd desperately scrambled to hone his skills before facing the Inquisitors again.
He would often rise at oh-five-hundred local time, review previous lessons, have breakfast at oh-seven-hundred, then work with House Naberrie's head of security, a dark-skinned, gray-haired, one-eyed, stern man by the name of Panaka.
On one of the first days, Panaka had set up a firing range for Ezra to practice.
When Ezra shot each target dead centre and moved on to the next in the blink of an eye, Panaka gave little more than a satisfied grunt.
The melee weapons drills included staves and batons.
At first, Ezra was put off by the unfamiliar heft and balance of the weapons, but he soon adjusted, putting Panaka on the mat with a leg sweep. Panaka grunted, satisfied once again.
The next phase had been to train Ezra in security protocols. Each night when Ezra went to bed tired and sore from the day's exertions, a constant stream of scenario diagrams, secure frequencies, clearance codes, and a hundred other minutiae played out on the backs of his eye lids.
In the middle of the new training regime, Ezra and Sabine got two days off.
The first morning, Sabine burst into his room and dragged him forcibly out of bed.
"Great. I was enjoying that dream." Ezra groused, finally getting his feet under him.
"Oh, anything I should know about?" Sabine asked, side-eying him with a mischievous grin.
"It was about this girl I've been on missions with a few times." Ezra answered, wiggling his eyebrows suggestively.
"Ew, gross!" Sabine protested, faking a gag as she punched his shoulder, "and who have you been on missions with besides me?"
Ezra's only answer was a sly smirk and a wink.
With the Force, he tugged his clothes out of their storage compartments and turned his back to Sabine as he stripped off his nightshirt, knowing she was smart enough to get the hint.
When Ezra Ezra glanced back over his shoulder to find Sabine casually leaning against the furniture and running an appraising gaze over him, he cocked an eyebrow.
"Just admiring the view." Sabine answered his unspoken question.
"Should I put some music on? Do a little dance?" Ezra asked, wiggling his rear seductively.
"You're awful!" Sabine chuckled, flipping him off as she left him to get dressed.
Ezra frowned slightly.
What was that really about? He wondered.
His first thought, that Sabine had been flirting with him, was discarded immediately. Ezra knew he was objectively attractive to most women (and some men, if Alliance Navy scuttlebutt was to be believed), so he was used to women 'enjoying the view' as Sabine put it.
Besides, Ezra himself would have been lying if he didn't admit to finding women other than Sabine attractive. That didn't mean he wanted a relationship with them, or even a casual fling. But it didn't stop him from seeing who was available.
Maybe Sabine was just doing the same with me. Ezra pondered, doing up his belt and sliding into his jacket.
It probably doesn't really mean anything. Best to forget about it. Ezra concluded as he stepped out of his room to face the day.


In Your Head
Chapter Summary


Our dynamic duo explore Theed and discuss a practice run for their main objective.


Chapter Notes


Hey guys, sorry this chapter is SUPER late!
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Theed was a beautiful city of majestic buildings, wide thoroughfares, narrow, windy alleyways that led to quaint boutique stores and cafés, artfully curated gardens and statuaries, with lots of parks and fountains not far from the central district.
There were museums and art galleries, and monuments and chapels, and a mausoleum to the late Senator and former Queen, Amidala. The taint of the Dark Side seemed to linger in the mausoleum's halls.
Ezra suppressed a shudder, wondering what Senator Amidala would want with anything to do with the Dark Side when, by all accounts, she was a staunch ally of the Jedi Order.
There was a guided tour of Theed Palace. Once again, the miasma of the Dark Side lingered in the hangar, though much weaker than at Amidala's mausoleum.
"It was from this very hangar that the final stage of Queen Amidala's war against the Trade Federation occupation began." The guide continued to explain how a swarm of old N1 Starfighters escaped the hangar and engaged the control ship in orbit above Naboo, while the young Queen and her entourage split off to recapture the throne room.
"Were there any Jedi involved in the battle at all?" Ezra asked.
"There were." The guide confirmed, "Jedi Master Qui-Gon Jinn and his apprentice, Obi-Wan Kenobi, and future Jedi Knight Anakin Skywalker. Rumor has it there was a fourth who was trained in the Jedi Arts, but worked with the Trade Federation. He was a shadowy figure with a red and black face and a crown of horns, or so the legend goes."
Maul was here? Ezra wondered, scanning the hangar carefully as he instinctively reached for his lightsaber.
Sabine put her arm through his and shook her head. To any outsiders, Ezra and Sabine looked like any other young couple in the Galaxy. Despite stopping him and covering his slip-up, Ezra noticed Sabine's eyes darting around the room as well, her free hand creeping closer to where she presumably kept one of her blasters.
Ezra shook himself out of his reverie in time to follow the tour group, mentally reminding himself that he'd felt Maul die, that he'd felt the beginnings of whatever training bond Maul had established snap and shrivel away until the last vestige was a faded scar on Ezra's mind.


After the guided tour, Ezra and Sabine shared lunch at the Market.
The market was lively, the air suffused with the scents of a hundred different dishes. It was hard to be heard over the constant hubbub of hawkers advertising their wares, of customers and merchants making offers and counter offers, of children shrieking with delight as they played, darting through the crowd and barely avoiding being trodden on.
The ambient Force felt light and airy, reflecting the general contentment of the crowd.
"So," Sabine began between mouthfuls of supposedly authentic Chalactan curry, "Next weekend is the Theed Summer Fête."
"Knowing the silver spoons around these parts, there'll be some kind of ball to go with it. It’d be good for practice." Ezra commented.
"Have you been reading my mind again?" Sabine asked, a note of playful warning coloring her voice.
"If I have, it's because you're so determined to mentally deafen every Force Sensitive this side of the Hydian Way." Ezra retorted.
"My thoughts are not that loud!" Sabine protested, fixing Ezra with a glare.
“You’re Mando’ad. Everything about you is loud - your armour, your art, the way you’re a fight just waiting for someone to join in. Also, you have a tendency to...” Ezra paused, searching for the right word, “sprawl in the Force. Sometimes it feels like there's more of you than me in my head.”
Sabine gasped, her scandalized expression shifting, after a moment, to sly. She regarded Ezra with narrowed eyes.
"Do I want to know what goes on in your head?" Sabine asked.
"Careful." Ezra cautioned, smiling lop-sidedly as an old Lothali idiom coming to mind. "Curiosity killed the Loth-cat."
Sabine returned his grin, familiar with the saying after spending so long herself on Lothal.
“But satisfaction brought it back.” She completed the expression.
Ezra sighed, shaking his head as he finished his meal.
“All jokes aside, Sabine, trust me on this one: sometimes my head’s not a nice place to be. It’s bad enough I have to deal with it, let alone inflicting it all on anyone else.”
Absentmindedly, Ezra rubbed the thin line of scar tissue on the inside of his right arm; a memento of the last time he’d crossed Blades with Darth Vader on Malachor. He mentally shied away from the thought of a rematch.
Sabine noticed the motion and dropped the subject.
“Anyway, enough moping. I saw an art supplies stall that way, and there’s an Imperial Recruiting Office just begging to be redecorated.” Ezra said with more bravado than he felt, pushing himself to his feet and gathering up their rubbish.
“Lead the way, Vod.” Sabine smiled again, her eyes gleaming mischievously.


Daniel 5:26-27
Chapter Summary


Ezra and Sabine bond over graffiti and high treason.
Art may or may not be involved.
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Ezra grinned mischievously as he slipped away from bored, long-winded Able Recruiting Specialist Ryder Antilles of the Imperial Navy.
"Whew," Ezra said as he tossed his prize up in the air and caught it on its way down again. "That guy could talk the ears of a gundark!"
"Pots and kettles, Ezra." Sabine smirked.
Ezra took a moment to admire Sabine's latest masterpiece in person. Holographs of her art never did them any justice, due to the blue hue of the light reflecting off the particle field created by the standard holoprojector.
Sprawled across the wall, a stylized depiction of Ezra in Imperial Scout Trooper armor brandishing his lightsaber above his head, with "Fighting for a safe and secure society." In Aurebesh lettering and "Dralshy’a tome!" in Mandalorian script below it.
Ezra couldn't help chuckling at the sardonic parody of the Emperor’s inaugural speech, though the reference to his own famous "Stronger together" speech was more than a little touching.
"At least we'll have the next best thing for our collection." Ezra said at last, offering Sabine the datastick with the hologram on it.
"True." Sabine replied. "Can you hold on to that? This dress doesn't have any pockets."
"Sure." Ezra nodded, ostentatiously tucking the datastick into a pocket.
"If I ever find the fashion designer who decided girls don't need pockets, I'm hitting them so hard their ancestors will feel it all the way back through twenty generations on either side." Sabine groused.
"Or you could fix the problem and become a fashion designer after the war." Ezra suggested.
"True, but I like hitting things more."
Ezra snorted. "Mando'ade… ori'val, nayc kovid."
"Hey!" Sabine exclaimed indignantly as she punched Ezra's shoulder.
"My point exactly." Ezra laughed as they made their way back to the hotel.


Chapter End Notes


Still alive, shabuire!
If anyone here is good at art,
P L E A S E go wild with your interpretations of what Sabine's graffito would look like, then drop a link to it down in the comments for us all to admire.


Onto translations:
Dralshy’a tome - literally "Stronger together"
Mando'ade... ori'vale, nayc kovid - "Mandalorians... all fists and no head."
Shabuire - literally "motherfuckers"... or "fatherfuckers". Mando'a is, for the vast majority of the time, a gender neutral language. I guess, when you live in a society where everyone wears armor with little or no "boob plate" or, as we've seen in actual historical suits of armor, oversized cod pieces, what sort of equipment you were issued at birth doesn't really matter in the grand scheme of things.


Please drop by the archive and comment to let the author know if you enjoyed their work!